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PREFACE. 


S the book of Pſalms abounds with ſubjects 


of praiſe, it has therefore proved a rich 
fund for hymnal compoſition. But, it ought to 
be remembered, that various paſſages in the wri- 
tings of all the prophets celebrate ** the ſufferings 
of Cuxisr, and the glory that ſhould follow,“ 
in as lively and evangelical ſtrains, as any that 
dropped from the pen of even the ſweet Pſalmiſt 
of Iſrael himſelf; and would conſequently admit 
of as eaſy and profitable a verſiſication. When 
our Church, therefore, publiſhed the book of 
Pſalms in Engliſh metre it is much to be re- 
gretted, that all the hiſtorical and imprecatory ones, 
(as they are called) were not omitted, to make 
room for fome ſuitable extracts from the Pro- 
phets and the Apoſt let. 

Our Verſion, it is allowed, may have ſome ex- 
cellencies; but, every perſon of judgment and 
candor, muſt acknowledge, that it has its 
encies to. Whoever poſſeſſes the ſmalleſt taſte for 
poetical compoſition, will eaſily perceive, that 
Sternhold and Hopkins, (the verſifiers of our pſalms) 
were better acquainted with the truths of Divi- 
nity, than converſant in the beauties of Petry; 
and that a wreath of laurel did by no means ſuit 
their brow; or, as Fuller in his Church-Hiſtory 
facetiouſly obſerves, ** they drank deeper of the 


I Peter, i. It, date 
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« terer of li, than of the ſtreams of Helicon.” 
For, not to fay that the, metre is extremely un- 
flowing, the rhymes very unharmonious, the gic- 
tion very unchuth, and the ſenſe in many places ex- 
ceedingly perplext ; I with there was no cauſe to 
fear, that fometimes we meet with no ſenſe at all, 
But the jargon of language and uncouthnefs 
of rhymes, fo Faring in our verſion, are not the 
only defects. It is embarraſſed, moreover, with 
conſiderable obſcurity. The pſalms are full of the 
glory of CHRIST; though, indeed, that glory is, 
in a great meafure, veiled, But it is peculiar to 
the New-Feſtamenit, to devel5pe, or, throw light, 
upon the Old; that is, fo to remove the veil of 
obſcurity,” as to exhibit, as in a bright mirror, 
the moſt advantageous manifeſtation of the 
GRACE, WORK, and PErSoN of CHRIST. And, 
every one, who would form any edifying para- 
phraſe on any part of the Old Teſtament, whe- 
ther in- proſe or verſe, ſhould keep this point 
conſtantly in'view. But this is not done in our 
verfion, nor in that of Tate and Brady, though 
the latter has confiderably the advantage 
point of poetic accuracy; no, nor even in the 

very elegant verſification of Doctor Merrick, In 
25 theſe compoſitions, we labor through great 
Old- Teſtament obſcutity, which is manifeſtly 
done away in CHRIST; and ſee more of Moſes's 


VEIL, than of the glory, which beams from the 
head of his illuſtrious Antitype. | The | 
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The Church of Scotland is not leſs embarraſſ- 
ed in this reſpect. The verſion of the Kink is 
not a whit more portzcal, or more evangelical than 
our own. Many pious and judicious men, 
therefore, in both Churches, have earneſtly 
wiſhed to ſee ſuch a collection of palms, hymns, 
and ſpiritual ſongs, taken from the Old and New 
Teſtament, as would do honor to our language, 
to Britiſh poetry, and to ſound divinity. 

With a deſign, then, to obviate the defects 
of our Verſion, to gratify the requeſts of many 
of my hearers, to encourage goſpel pſalmody, and 
to promote the glory of 005, I have taken the 
liberty to publiſh the following collection of 
plalmas and hymns; praying that the L 
would accompany them with a divine bleſing, 
and teach us to ſing : with the Spirit, * * 
the underſtanding alſo.” 

It has been frequently obſerved, that no patt 
of divine worſhip approaches ſo nearly to the 
immediate employ of glorified ſpirits, as that of 
ſinging the praiſes of our GOD. And it is very 
much to be wiſhed that the heavenly exerciſe - 
may ſo univerſally prevail, as to aboliſh forever 
thoſe ©* ungodly ſongs” (as the Church of Eng- 
land very juſtly yles them) “which tend only 


to the nouriſhing of vice, and the nn 


of youth.“ 


See the Title. to the Book of Pſalms, | | 
Engliſh metre, by F.. and J. H. ws, cola 15 
n . 
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In order to captivate our hearts, to elevate 
dur affections, and to inſpire our ſongs with ſa- 
© cred fire, the Scriptures preſent us with a vari- 
ety of ſubje&s, which, for their importance, 
dignity, beauty and worth, as much ſurpaſs eve- 
ry human compoſition, as thunder is louder than a 

whiſper, or the heavens higher than the earth, 
There is one ſubje& throughout the inſpired 
writings, which hath in all things the pre-emi- 
nence, and claims our higheſt praiſes ; becauſe in- 
deed it is the centre of all evangelical truth, and 
the glory of Revelation itſelf: and that is, the 
PINBSHED REDEMPTION of the SON of GOD.— 
A ſubject, big with the moſt illuſtrious diſplay 
of the divine attributes, and replete with in- 
expreſſible coriſolation to loſt ſinners, 

'To celebrate this moſt grand, moſt delightful, 
and moſt glorious ſubjeR, is principally the de- 
ſign of GOD in his word, and the chief buſineſs 
of the inſpired Writers. The Prophets under the 
Old, and the Apoſtles under the New-Teſtament 
diſpenſation, join in bearing their teſtimony to 
the ** unſearchable riches of CHRIST.” Yea, 
to praiſe g&DEEMING LovE, is the ambition of 
Angels. The glorious topic animates their ſongs, 
gives muſic to their golden Harps, ſpreads a ſa- 
cred emulation among Cherubim and Seraphim, 
and conſtitutes the grand harmony of Heaven 
itſelf; whilſt the Church militant and Church 

| triumphant, 


( vii ) 
triumphant, form one general chorus, and ſing, 
„ Worthy is the LAMB that was ſlain, to re- 
ceive power, and riches, and wiſdom, and 
ſtrength, and honor, and glory, and bleſſing.” 
Rev. v. 12. 

To recommend, celebrate, and enforce the 
ſame bleſſed theme, is the chief deſign of the 
following Collection; wherein, the various au- 
thors, from whence it hath been xormed, concur 
in extolling the grace of our LORD JESUS 
CHRIST, the eſſential Divinity of his perſon, the 
glory of his redeemmg work, the infinite merit 
of his great atonement, the perfection of his rigl- 
teouſneſs, the virtue of his blood, and the power 
of his Spirit. Topics theſe, of ſuch importance, 
that without them, our moſt elaborate prayers or 
praiſes are flat, jejune, and inſipid; while, with 
them, both aſcend up before G00, an accepta- 
ble ſacrifice, a ſweet perfume. 

I ſhall detain the pious reader no longer than 
to inform him that my heart's deſire and pray- 
er to G00, is, that, while his voice is employed 
in ſinging theſe bleſſed hymns, their important 
ſubie&s may deeply affect his heart, and influ- 
ence his life and converſation. A tuneful voice 
is not eſſential to ſalvation; but a muſical heart is. 
I mean a heart rendered melodious by the grace 
of 600; as faith the Apoſtle, „Singing and 
making melody with grace in your hearts to the 

LORD.” 
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LORD.” Eph. v. 19, Col. iii. 16. And as the 
crowning grace in every act of prayer or praiſe, 
is faith, its dence is is therefore of the ut- 
moſt conſequence. It is faith, that enables us 
to offer up all our ſacrifices through CHRIST, 
the golden altar that ſandtifieth the gift. It is the 
fame powerful grace, that quickens our prayers, 
and enlivens our ſongs ;. that apprehends the 
Redeemer in every part of his mediatorial un- 
dertaking, and makes him unſpeakably precious 
in the offices he bears, and the indearing charac= 
ters he aſfumes ; that realizes things inviſible, 
and gives a foretaſte of Heaven itſelf, If faith 
Increaſe; ſo will our love to CHRIST, in pro- 

rtion. As love expands itfelf, we ſhall na- 
turally delight in praiſe. As praiſe flows, ſo muſt 
conſequently our happineſs. Thus by believing in, 
loving, praiſing, glorifying, and exalting CHRIS T, 
we may in a degree anticipate the ſong of Moſes 
and the LAMB, and live a little Heaven upon 
earth. That this may be the happy privilege 
of all, who love the LORD JESUS in ſincerity, 
is the fervent defire of their atfetionate ſervant 


in the golpel, 
R . De Courcy. 
Shrewſbury, December 6, 1775. 
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H Y M N I. 
Ertratted jrom the Ordination-Qffce. | 
OME Hory Guosr, our ſouls inſpire, 

And lighten with celeſtial fire, 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
Who doſt thy ſeu'nfold gifts impart, 
Thy bleſſed Unction from above, 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love, 
Enable with perpetual light 
The dulneſs of our blinded fight. 
Anoint and chear our ſoiled face, 
With the abundunce of thy grace. 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home; 
Where thou art guide, no tl can come. 
Teach us to know the Farats, Sox, 
And Thee, of both to be but one; 
That through the ages all along, 
This, this may be our endleſs ſong. 


Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, > 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Praiſe FaTHeR, Son, and Hoty GuosT. 
A ' HYMN 
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LORD.” Eph. v. 19. Col. iii. 16. And as the 
crowning grace in every act of prayer or praiſe, 

is faith, its influence is is therefore of the ut- 
moſt conſequence, It is faith, that enables us 
to offer up all our ſacrifices through CHRIST, 
the golden altar that ſan&ifieth the gift, It is the 
fame powerful grace, that quickens our prayers, 
and enlivens our ſongs; that apprehends the 
Redeemer in every part of his mediatorial un- 
dertaking, and makes him unſpeakably precious 
in the offices he bears, and the indearing charac= 
ters he aſſumes; that realizes things inviſible, 
and gives a foretaſte of Heaven itſelf, If faith 
increaſe; ſo will our love to CHRIST, in pro- 
portion. As love expands itfelf, we ſhall na- 
turally delight in praiſe. As praiſe flows, ſo muſt 
conſequently our happineſs. Thus by believing ing 
loving, praiſing, glorifying, and cxalting CHRIST, 
we may in a degree anticipate the ſong of Moſes 
and the LAMB, and live a little Heaven upon 
earth. That this may be the happy privilege 
of all, who love the LORD JESUS in fincerity, 
is the fervent deſire of their affectionate ſervant 


in the goſpel, 
Richard De C ourcy. 


Shrewſbury, December 6, 1775. 
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N I. 
Extracted from the Ordenation-Office. 


OME Hory Gnosr, our ſouls inſpire, 
And lighten with celeſtial fire, 

Thou the anointing Spirit art, 

Who doſt thy ſevnfold gifts impart, 

Thy bleſſed Un&ion from above, 

Is comfort, life, and fire of love, 

Enable with perpetual light 


The dulneſs of our blinded fight. 

R Anoint and chear our ſoiled face, 

, With the abundance of thy grace, 

s Keep far our foes, give peace at home; 
n Where thou art guide, no tl can come. 

e Teach us to know the FaTHER, Sox, 


75 And Thee, of both to be but one; 
it That through the ages all along, 
This, this may be our endleſs ſong. 


Yo Praiſe Gor, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
ZW Praile Him all creatures here below; 
WP riiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 
"raiſe FarTHER, Sox, and Hoty GuosT. 
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Jenovar deigns to fill thy throne, 


Review in extacy of thought 


1 
HYMN II. 


The Happineſs of God's Iſrael. Deut. xxxiii, 29. 


| #9 
Iſrael, bleſt beyond compare! 
Unrival'd all thy glories are; 


And calls thine int'reſt all his own. 


II. 
He is thy Saviour; he thy Log p; 
His ſhield is thine; and thine his ſword : 


The grand. Redemption he has wrought. 
III. 

From Satan's yoke he ſets thee free, 

Opens thy paſſage thro' the ſea ; 

He thro' the deſert is thy guide, 


And Heav'n for Canaan will provide, 
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| IV. | 
Not Jacob's ſans of old could boaſt = 
Such favors to the choſen hoſt ; 7 
Their glories, which thro' ages ſhine, 4 
Are but dim ſhades, and types of thine, 
| 4 


V. 
Celeſtial Spixir, teach our tongue 
Sublimer ſtrains than Moſes ſung, 
Proportion'd to the ſweeter name 
Of Gop the Saviour, and the Law, 
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H YM N III. 
Ebenezer. 1 Samuel vi. 12, 
J. 


Y helper Gop! I bleſs his name: 
The ſame his pow'r, his grace the fame, 
The tokens of his friendly care 


Open, and crown, and cloſe the year. 


II 


I midſt ten thouſand dangers ſtand, 


Supported by his guardian hand ; 


And ſee, when I review my ways, 
Ten thouſand monuments of praile. 


III. 


Thus far his arm hath led me on; 
Thus far I make his mercy known ; 


And, while J tread this deſert land, 

New mercies ſhall new ſongs demand. 
| IV. 

My grateful ſoul, on Jordan's ſhore, 

Shall raiſe one ſacred pillar more : 

Then bear, in his bright courts above, 


2X Inſcriptions of immortal love. 


H Y M N IV. 
The great A. Job xvi. 22. 


EH OLD the WP. that mortals tread 
Down to the regions of the dead! 
Nor will the fleeting moments ſtay, 


Nor can we meaſure back our way. 


A 2 Our 
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II. 
Our kindred and our friends are gone; 


Know, O my ſoul, this doom thy own ; 
Feeble as theirs my mortal frame, 
The ſame my way, my kouſe the ſame. 

| III. 


From vital air, from chearful light, 


Io the cold grave's perpetual night, 


From ſcenes of duty, means of grace, 
Muſt I to God's tribunal paſs ? 
IV. 
Inportant journey! awful view ! 
How great the change! the ſcenes how new! 
The golden gates of heav'n diſplay'd, 
Or hell's fierce flames, and gloomy ſhade ! 
V 


Awake, my ſoul; thy way prepare, 

And loſe in this each mortal care; 

With ſteady feet that path be trod, 

Which thro' the grave condutts to Gop. 
VI. 

Jesvs, to thee my all I truſt, 

And, if thou call me down to duſt, 

I know thy voice, I blels thy hand, 

And die in {miles at thy command. 

VIL 

What was my terror, is my joy; 

Theſe views my brighteſt hopes employ, 

To go, e'er many years are o'er, 

Secure I ſhall return no more. 


HYMN 
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HY N NV. 
Triumph in God's Protection. Plalm xviii. 3. 
I. | 


EGIONS of foes beſet me round, 

- While marching o'er this dang'rous 
Yet in Jeyovan's aid J truſt ; ground. 
And in his power ſuperior boaſt. ora 


: II. 
My buckler he: His ſhield is ſpread 


To cover this defenceleſs head: 

Now let the fierceſt foes aſſail, 

Their darts I count as rattling hail. 

III. 

He is my rock, and he my tow'r; 

The baſe how firm! the walls how ſure! 

The battlements how high they riſe! 

And hide their ſummits in the ſkies. 

IV. 

Deliv'rances to Gop belong; 

He is my ſtrength, and he my ſong; 

The ae of my ſalvation he, 

And all my foes diſpers'd ſhall flee. 
33 (es 

Thro' the long march my lips ſhall ſing 

My great Protector, and my King, 

Till Zion's mount my feet aſcend, 

And all my painful warfare end. 


Rais'd 


3 
VI. 
Rais'd on the ſhining turrets there, 
Thro' all the proſpe& wide and fair, 
A land of peace his hoſts ſurvey, 
And bleſs the grace that led the way. 


A N . 


The Goſpel Jubilee. Pſalm Ixxxix. 15. 
| I. 
OUD let the tuneful trumpet ſound, 
And ſpread the joyful tidings round, 
Let ev'ry ſoul with tranſport hear, 
And hail the Loxp's accepted year. 
| II. 
Ye debtors, whom he gives to know, 
That you ten thouſand talents owe, 
When humbled at his feet ye fall, 
Your gracious Lorp forgives them all. 
III. 
Slaves, that have borne the heavy chain 
Of ſin, and hell's tyrannic reign, 
To liberty aſſert your claim, 
And urge the great RepeemeR's name. 
IV. 
The rich eſtate by Adam loſt, 
Reſtor'd by CurisT, you now may boaſt ; 
Fair Salem your arrival waits, 
To golden ſtreets, and pearly gates. 
Her 


6 
V. 


Her bleſt inhabitants no more 


I Bondage and poverty depiore : 


No debt, but love immenſely great, 

Whoſe joy ſtill riſes with the debt. 
VI. * 

O happy ſouls that know the ſound! 


Gop's light {hall all their ſteps ſurround; 
And ſhew that Jubilee begun, 
Which thro' eternal years ſhall run. 


HY M N VII. 


The innumerable Mercies of Gor thantfully ace 
knowledged, Pla. cxxxix. 17, 18. 
* 
N glad amazement, Losp, I ſtand. 
Amidſt the bounties of thy hand; 

How numberleſs thole bounties are ! 

How rich, how various, and how fair ! 
II. 

But O! what poor returns I make! 

What lifeleſs thanks I pay thee back! 

Loxp, I confeſs with humble ſhame, 

My ofbrings ſcarce deſerve the name, 
III. 

Fain would my lab'ring heart deviſe 

To bring ſome nobler ſacrifice: 

It ſinks beneath the mighty load: 

What ſhall I render to my Gor? 


To 
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IV. 
To him I'd conſecrate my praiſe, 
And vow the remnant of my days; 
Yet what at beſt can I pretend 
Worthy ſuch gifts from ſuch a friend ? 
V. 
In deep abaſement, Lozp, I ſee 
My emptineſs and poverty : 
Enrich my ſoul with grace divine, 
And make it wholly, ever, thine, 
1 
Give me at length an angel's tongue, 
That heav'n may echo with my ſong ; 
The theme, too great for time, ſhall be 


The joy of long eternity. 


HYM N VIII. 


Cnprist the Steward of God's Family, Iſaiah 
XXll, 22—24, 


I, 
ITH what delight I raiſe my eyes, 
And view the courts where Jzsus 
Jesvs, who reigns beyond the ſkies, [dwells! 
And here below his grace reveals. 
II. 
Of David's royal houſe the key 
Is borne by that majeſtic hand ; 
Manſions and treaſures there I lee 
Subjected all to his command. 


( 9 ) 
III. 


He ſhuts, and worlds might firive in vain 


The mighty obſtacle to move ; 
He lootes all their bars again, 
And who ſhall ſhut the gates of love? 
IV. 
Fix'd in omnipotence he bears 
The glories of his Father's name, 


| Suſtains his people's weighty cares, 


Thro' ev'ry changing age the ſame. 


4 
My little all 1 there ſuſpend, 


Where the whole weight of heav'n is hung: 
Secure I reſt on ſuch a friend, 
And into raptures wake my tongue. 


H YM N IX. 
Cus1sT, the Lord our Righteouſneſs. Jer. xxiii. 6. 
; 


AVIOUR divine, we know thy name, 
And in that name we truſt ; 

Thou art the Loxb our Righteouſneſs, 
Thou art thine Iſrael's boaſt. 

II. 

Guilty we plead before thy throne, 

And low in duſt we lie, 

Till Jesus ſtretch his gracious arm 

To bring the guilty nigh. 


The 


0 
III. : 
The ſins of one moſt righteous day, 
Might plunge us in delpair; 
Yet all the crimes of num'rous years 
Shall our great Surety clear, 
IV. 
That ſpotleſs robe, which he hath wrought, 
Shall deck us all around; 
Nor by the piercing eye of Gop 
One blemith ſhall be found. 
V 
Pardon and peace and lively hope, 
To ſinners now are giv'n ; 
Iſrael and Judah ſoon ſhall change 
Their wildernels for heav'n. 


Hr MN X. 
The Poſſibility of Dying this Year, Jeremiah 


xXxviii. 16. 


For New-Year's Day. 


I. 
FN OD of my life, thy conſtant care 
With bleſſings crowns each op'ning 
year ; 
This guilty life doſt thou prolong, 
And wake anew mine annual ſong. 
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II. 
How many precious fouls are fled 
To the vaſt regions of the dead, 
| Siace from this day the changing ſun 
Thro' his laſt yeariy period run! 
5 | Wy 
e yet ſurvive; but who can ſay, 
Or thro! the year, or month, or day, 
l I will retain this vital breath; 
Thus far at leaſt in league with death *#" 
3 IV. 
That breath is thine, eternal Gon, 
& 'Tis thine to fix my ſoul's abode: 
It holds its life ſrom thee alone, 
On earth, or in the world unknown. 
V. 
To thee our ſpirits we reſign, 
Make them and own thein {till as thine; 
90 ſhall th-y ſmile, ſecure from fear, 
Tho' death ſhould blaſt the riſing year. 
VI. 
Thy children, eager to be gone, 
Bid time's impetuous tide roll on, 
VP. And land them on that blooming ſhore, 
3 Where years and death are known no more. 
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HN MN XI. 


Gop bringing his People into the Covenant under 
the Rod. Ezck. xx. 37. 
I. 
OW pracious and how wiſe 
Is our chaſtiling Gop ! 
And O! how rich the bleſſings are, 
Which bloſſom from his rod! 
IT. 
He lifts it up on high 
With pity in his heart, 
That ev'ry ſtroke his children feel 
May grace and peace impart. 
III. 
Inſtructed thus they bow, 
And own his ſov'reign ſway ; 
They turn their erring footiteps back 
To his forſaken way. 
IV. 
His cov'nant love they ſeek, 
And ſeek the happy bands, 
That cloſer ſtill engage their hearts 
To honor his commands, 
V. 
Dear Faruk, we conſent 
To diſcipline divine; 
And bleſs the pains, that make our ſouls 
Still more completely thine. 


HYMN 
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HYMN XII 


10 The Meek beautified with Salvation. Pſalin 
cxlix. 4. 
I. 
E humble ſouls rejoice, 
And chearful triumphs ſing ; 
Wake all your harmony of voice, 
For Jesus is your king. 
II. 

That meek and lowly Lonp, 

Whom here your ſouls have known, 
Pledges the honor of his word, 

I' avow you for his own. 

III, 

He brings ſalvation near, 

For which his blood was paid : 
How beauteous ſhall our ſouls appear 

Thus ſumptuouſly array'd ! 

IV: 

Sing, for the day 1s nigh, 
When near your Leader's feet, 
The talleſt ſons of pride {hall lie, 

The footitool of your teet. 
V. 
Salvation, Lox, is thine; 

And all thy ſaints conſels, 

The royal robes in which they ſhine, 


Were wrought by fov'reign grace. 
HYMN 
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HY MN XIII. 


Go cam ſorting and rejoicin g over £i9r, Zeph. 
iii. 16, 17. 
I. 
ES, 'tis the voice of love divine, 
And O! how {weet the accents ſound ! 
Afflicted Zion, riſe and ſhine, | 
Fair mourner, proſtrate on the ground, 
IT. 
The mighty Gop, thy glorious King, 
Tender to pity, ſtrong to fave, 
Hath {worn he will falvation bring, 
Tho' ſorrow prels thee to the grave. 
III. 
He all a father's pleaſure knows 
To fold thee in his dear einbrace; 
His heart with ſecret joy o'erflows, 
And chearful ſmiles adorn his face, 
IV. 
At length the inward extacy 
In heav'nly muſic breaks its way; 
Jenovan leads the Harmony, 
And angels teach their harps the lay. 
V. 
Fain would my lips the chorus join, 
And tell the liſtning world my joys, 
But condeſcenſion ſo divine 
In ſilence ſwallows up my voice, 


HYMN 
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HYMN XIV. 
CuRI1sT the Sun of Riguteouſfneſs. Mal. iv. 12. 


J. 
O thee, O Gon, we homage pay, 
Source of the light that rules the day; 
Who, while he gilds all nature's frame, 
Reliects thy rays, and ipeaks thy name. 
II. 
In louder ſtrains we ſing that grace, 
Which gives the Sun of [izhteouſneſs ; 
Whote nobler light ſalvation brings, 
And ſcatters healing from his wings. 
III. 
Still on our hearts may Jesvs ſhine 
With beams of light and love divine! 
Quicken'd by him our ſouls ſhall live, 
And chear'd by him ſhall grow and thrive, 
IV. 
O may his glories ſtand confeſs'd 
From north to ſouth, from eaſt to weſt, 
Succelsful may his golpel run 
Wide as the circuit of the ſun! 
V. 
When ſhall that radiant ſcene ariſe, 
When fix'd on high in purer Skies, 
Cuxisr all his luſtre ſhall diſplay 
On all his ſaints thro' endleſs day? 
HYMN 
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The attractive Influence of a crucified Saviour. 


John xxii. 32. 
I. 
EHOLD th' amazing ſight, 
The Saviour lifted high! 
Behold the Sox of Goo delight 
Expire in agony! 
II. 
For whom, for whom, my heart, 
Were all theſe ſorrows borne ? 
Why did he feel that piercing ſmart, 
And meet that various ſcorn ? 
III. 
For love of us he bled, 
And all in torture died: 
'Twas love, that bow'd his fainting head, 
And op'd his guſhing fide. 
IV. 
Drawn by ſuch cords as theſe, 
Let all the earth combine 
With chearful ardor to confeſs 
The energy divine, 
V. 
In thee our hearts unite, 
Nor ſhare thy grief alone, 
But from thy croſs purſue their flight, 
To thy triumphant throne. 


HYMN 
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7 HYMN XVI. 
v5 The Diſciples Foy at CurisT's Appearance to them 


after his Reſurrection. John xx. 19, 20. 


J. 
OME, our indulgent Saviour, come, 
Illuſtrious conqu'ror o'er the tomb: 
Here thine aſſembled ſervants bleſs, 


And fill our hearts with ſacred peace. 


II. 
O come thy-ſelf, moſt gracious Logp, 
With all the joy thy ſmiles afford ; 
Reveal the luſtre of thy face, 


And make us feel thy yital grace. 


III. 
With rapture kneeling round we greet 


Thy pierced hands, thy wounded feet; 
And from the ſcar, that marks thy tide, 
We ſee our life's warm torrent glide. 


IV. 
Enter our hearts, Redeemer bleſt ; 
Enter, thou ever-honour'd gueſt, 
Not for one tranhent hour alone, 
But there to fix thy laſting throne. 

V. 
Own this mean dwelling as thy home; 
And, when our life's laſt hour is come, 
Let us but die, as in thy fight, 
And death ſhall vaniſh in delight. 
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HYMN XVI. + 

Appeal to Cuxisr. John xxi. 15, i 

O not I love thee, O my Loxp? 9 
Behold my heart and ſee; 1 

And turn each curled idol out, | 4 
That dares to rival thee. 3 
IT, 4 


Do not I love thee from my ſoul ? 
Then let me nothing love : 
Dead be my heart to ev'ry joy, 
When Jesus cannot move. 
III. 
Is not thy name melodious ſtill 
To mine attentive ear? 
Doth not each pulſe with pleaſure bound 
My Saviour's voice to hear? 
IV. 
Thou know'ſt I love thee, deareſt Lorp ; 
But O! I long to ſoar 
Far from the ſphere of mortal joys, 
And learn to love thee more. 


H YM N XVIII. 


Immortality of CnRISsT. Heb. xiii. 8. 
I. 
IGH on his Father's royal ſeat 
Our Jzsvs ſhone divinely great, 
Ere Adam's clay with life was warm'd, 
Or Gabriel's nobler ſpirit form'd. Thro' 


1 
ifs II, 
if Turo. all ſucceeding ages he 
The ſame hath been, the ſame ſhall be: 


A 0 Immortal radiance gilds his head, 

1 0 Wuile ſtars and ſuns wax old and fade. 
4 

. 

C 


4 III. 

The ſame his pow'r his flock to guard; 

| The fame his bounty to reward ; 

The fame His faithfulneſs and love 

To ſaints on earth, and ſaints above. 
IV. 

Let nature change and ſink and die; 

Jesus ſhall raiſe his choſen high, 

And fix them near his ſtable throne 

In glory changeleſs as his own. 


HY NM N . 


CuisT precious to the Believer, 1 Pet. ii. 7. 


I. 
ESUS, I love thy charming name: 
"Tis muſic to mine ear; 
Fain would I ſound it out ſo loud, 
That earth and heav'n ſhould hear. 
= 
Yes, thou art precious to my ſoul, 
My tranſport, and my truſt : 
Jewels to me are empty toys, 
And gold is ſordid duſt, 
, C 2 All 


Ig 


4. 20 } 
III. 
All my capacious pow'rs can willy 
In thee doth richly meet : 
Nor to mine eyes is l:ght To dear, 
Nor jriendſkip half fo ſweet. 
. 
May grace ſtill dwell upon my heart, 
And ſhed its fragrance there; 
The nobteſt balm of all its wounds, 9 
The cordial of its care! YN 
V. 
I'll ſpeak the honors of thy name 
With my laft lab'ring breath; 
Then ſpeechleſs claſp thee in mine arms, 
The aatidote of death. 


HREN N . 
The Blood of Cneisr cleanſing from all Sin. 
1 John, i. 7. 
I. 


V fins, alas! how foul the ſtains! 
\ How deep, and O! how wide! 
O'er my polluted foul they ſpread, 
In double crimion dy'd, 
. How 
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| II. 
How ſhall I ſtand before that Gop, 
In whoſe all-piercing fight 
Some ſhades of darkneſs ſeem to veil 
The pureſt ſons of light ? 


Where ſhall I waſh theſe ſpots away, 
And make my nature clean, 

Since drops of penitential grief 
Are tin&ur'd ftill with fin? 


IV. 
Behold a torrent all-divine 
Flows from the Saviovr's ſide, 


And ſtrangely bears a cryſtal ſtream 
Amidſt the purple tide, 


V. 
Here will I bathe my {potted ſoul, 
And make it pure and fair; 
Till not the eye of Gop diſcern 
One foul pollution there. 


VT. 
Then dreſt in robes of ſnowy white, 
ll join the ſhining band, 
And learn new anthems to the Laws, 
While round his throne we ſtend. 


HY MN 
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Worthy is the Laus, Sc. Rev. v. 12. 


1. 
8 to Gop on high, 


Let praiſes fill the ſky; 


Praiſe ye his name; 
Angels his name adore, 
Who ſin and ſorrow bore, 
And ſaints cry evermore 

Worthy the LamB. 


II. 


All thoſe around the throne, 

Chearfully join in one, 
Praiſing his name; 

Him our exalted Loxp, 

By us below ador'd, 

We praile with one accord, 
Worthy the La ug. 


III. 


Join all the human race, 

Our Lon and Goo to bleſs, 
Praiſe ye his name; 

In him let us rejoice, 

Making a cheartul noiſe, 


And ſay with heart and voice, 


Worthy the Lams, 
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HYMN XXII. 


Cusisr, the Believer's Support under Trials, 
b I. 
IT TN ev'ry trouble ſharp and ſtrong, 
I True faith to Jesvs flies; 
It's anchor-hold, is firm in him, 
When ſwelling billows riſe. 
| « 
His comforts bear our ſpirits up, 
We'd truſt a faithful Gop; 
The ſure foundation of our hope 
Is in a Saviouk's blood. 
III. 
Loud hallelujah's ſing each ſoul 
To thy REDEEMER's name; 
In joy, in ſorrow, life and death, 
His love is ſtill the ſame. 


HVYVMN XXIII. 


Complaining of a hard Heart. 
I. 
FAME! for a glance of heav'nly day 
To take this ſtubborn ſtone away! 
And thaw with beams of love divine 
This heart, this frozen heart of mine! 
II. 
The rocks can rend; the earth can quake; 
The ſeas can roar; the mountains ſhake ; 
Of feeling all things ſhew ſome ſign, 
But this unſeeling heart of mine. To 


( 24 ) 1 
III. * 
To hear the ſorrows thou haſt felt, 1 
Dear Logp, an adamant would melt; 3 
But I can read each moving line, N 
And nothing moves this heart of mine, g 
| IV, 
F Thy judgments too unmov'd I hear, 1 
(Amazing thought!) which devils fear, I 
| Goodneſs and wrath in vain combine 30 
| To ſtir this ſtupid heart of mine, 1 
: V. | 
But ſomething yet can do the deed, 2 
And that dear ſomething much I need ; % 
Thy Spirit can from droſs refine, 1 
And move and melt this heart of mine. 4 
| VI. 1 
Come then dear JIxsus in this hour, N 
| And let thy Spirit by his pow'r, 
Perfect the work, for it is thine, 
And break and melt this heart of mine. 


H Y M N XXIV. 


Ifaiah lv. 1. 
T. 
1 O! ev'ry one that thirſts, draw nigh, 
(Tis Gop invites the fallen race) 
Mercy and free ſalvation buy, 
Buy wine and milk, and goſpel-grace. 
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40 ome to the living waters, come, 
SZBinners, obey your Maker's call, 
eturn, ye weary wand'rers home, 

And find my grace reach'd out to all. 

III. 

dee, from the rock a fountain riſe ! 
For you in healing ſtreams it rolls; 
oney ye need not bring, nor price, 
Ye lab'ring, burden'd, ſin-ſick fouls, 

| IV. | 
othing ye in exchange ſhall give; 
Leave all you have, and are, behind; 
Frankly the gift of Gop receive, 
Pardon, and peace, in Jesvs find. 


„ HI NN XXV: 
VENT. CREETAT OR 


OME holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 

indle a flame of ſacred love, 

In theſe cold hearts of ours. 
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I | II. 
Look how we grovel here below, 
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Fond of theſe earthly toys; 


Dur fouls how heavily they go, 
To reach eternal joys ! 
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Come, holy Spirit, heavnly Dove! 


( 26 ) 
III. | 
In vain we tune our formal ſongs ; 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe! 


Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 


And our devotion dies. - 
IV: of 
Dear Loxp! and ſhall we ever live —_ 


At this poor dying rate; 
Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to, thee, 
And thine to us ſo great? 


With all thy quick'ning pow'rs: 
Come ſhed abroad a SAVIOUR'S love, 


And that ſhall kindle ours. 
HYMN XXVI. 


Gop glorious, and Sinners Javed. 
I. | 
F how wide thy glory ſhines! 
How high thy wonders riſe! 
Known thro' the earth by thouſand figns; 
By thouſand thro” the ſkies. 
8 
Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy power, 
Their motions ſpeak thy Skill: 
And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill, 
| | But 


6 
III. 


Zut when we view thy great deſign 


To ſave rebellious worms ; 


Where vengeance and compaſſion join. 


In their divineſt forms: 
IV. 


= Here the whole Deity is known, 


Nor dares a creature gueſs 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice or the grace. 
5 V. 
Now the full glories of the Laus 
Adorn the heav'nly plains, 
Bright ſeraphs learn ImwanveL's name, 
And try their. choiceſt ſtrains. 
VI. 
O, may I bear ſome humble Fart 
In that immortal ſong, 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue! 


Palm Ixxxix. ein, 7. 
I. 
What ſhall I do, my Savious to praiſe, 
” So faithful and true, fo plenteous in 
Soſtrong to deliver, ſo good to redeem. grace; 
The weakeſt believer, "that hangs upon aim! 
D 2 | How 


„ 
II. 
How happy the man, whoſe heart is ſet free, 


The people that can be joyful in thee! 

Their joy is to walk in the light of thy face, 

And till they are talking of Jzsus's grace. 

III. 

Their daily delight ſhall be in thy name, 

They ſhall, as their right, thy righteouſneſs 
claim: 

Thy righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by 
thy blood, 

Bold ſhall they appear in the preſence of Gop. 


HYMN XXVIL 
EN VN; 
I, 4 
\ INNERS, obey the golpel-word, 
& I Haſte to the ſupper of our Loxp, 
Be wiſe to know your gracious day, 
All things are ready, come away ! 
Eee II. 
Ready the FaTHER is to own, 
And kiſs his late- returning ſon; 
Ready the loving Saviour ſtands, 
And ſpreads for you his bleeding hands, 
: III. 
Ready the Spirit of his love 
Juſt now the ſtony heart to move; 
T' apply and witneſs with the blood, 
And waſh and ſeal you fons of Goo, 


( 29 
IV. 


de, Err for you the angels wait, 

: To triumph in your bleſt eſtate : 
e, Tuning their harps, they long to praiſe 
'. The wonders of redeeming grace. 


| Come, then ye @ to your Loxp, 
2 To happinels in CHRIST reſtor'd ; 
| His profer'd benefits embrace, 


7 4 The plenitude of goſpel grace. 

 * HYMN XXIX. 
j Rev. iv. 11. and v. 11, 12. 
1 1 


OME, let us join our chearful ſongs, 
With angels round the throne; 
Z Ten thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 
II. 
Worthy the Laws that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 
Worthy the Laws our hearts reply, 
For he was {lain for us! 
III. 
Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and pow'r divine; 
And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lox, for ever thine, 


The 
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IV. | 
The whole creation join- in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name 
Of him who ſits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Laus. 


HYMN XXX. 
Nativity of CarisrT, 
I. 


ARK! the herald-angels ſing. 


Glory to the new-born King! 


Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
Gon and finners reconcil'd. 
II. 
Joyful all ye nations riſe, 
Join the triumphs of the Skies; 
With th' angelic hoſt proclaim, 
« CHRIST is va in Bethlehem !” 
III. 
Gs by higheſt heav'n ador'd,. 
Cur1sT the Ku Fo Los! 
Late in time behold him come, 
Offlpring of the virgin's womb. 
IV. 
Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee, 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ! | 
Pleas'd as man with men t' appear, 
Jesus our IMMANUEL here. 


( 3.9 
V. 
Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace! 

Hail the Son of Righteouſneſs! 

Light and life to all he brings, 

Ris'n with healing in his wings. 
| VI. 

Mild he lays his glory by, 
Born that men no more may die: 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 

Born to give them ſecond birth. 


HYMN XXXI. 


Phil. iv. 4 0 


| I. 
TD EJOICE; the Loxp is King; 
Your Lord and King adore; 
Mortals, give thanks, and ing, 
And triumph evermore: | 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, Rejoice. 
II. 
Jesus the Saviour reigns, 
The Gor of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He toak his ſeat above: 
-Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I fay, Rejoice, 


His 
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III. 
His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth and heav'n: 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jzsvs given: 


Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 


Rejoice, again I ſay, Rejoice. 
IV. | 
He ſits at God's right hand, 
„Till all his foes ſubmit, 
And bow to his command, 
And fall beneath his feet : 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I fay, Rejoice. 
V. 
He all his foes ſhall quell, 
Shall all our fins deſtroy, 
And every boſom {well 
With pure ſeraphic joy: 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay, Rejoice, 
| VI. 
. Rejoice in glorious hope, 
Jzesvs the Judge ſhall come, 
And take his ſervants up, 
To their eternal home: 


We ſoon ſhall hear th' Archangels voice, 
The trump of Gop hall found, „ Rejoice,” 
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HY MN XXXIL 
The your Sinner, 


OD of my te hear, 
And help me to believe; 
Simply do I now draw near, 
Thy bleſſing to receive. 
Full of guilt, alas! I am, 
But to thy wounds for refuge flee ; 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Laws, 


Thy blood was ſhed for me, 
II. 
Nothing have I, Losn, to pay, 
Nor can thy grace procure ; 


Empty ſend me not away, 


For I, thou know'ſt, am poor; 
Duſt and aſhes is my name, 
My all is fin and miſery: 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Laws, 
Thy blood 1 — for me. 
1 
Without money, without price. 
I come thy love to buy; 
From myſelf I turn my eyes, 
The chief of ſinners I. 
Take, O take me as I am, 

And let me loſe myſelf in thee ; 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Laus, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me. 

E 
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HYMN XXXIII. 
Heb. xi. 14, 13, 16. 
I. 
Tell me no more, 
Of this world's vain ſtore ; 
The time for ſuch trifles 
With me now is o'er, 
IT. 
A country I've found, 
Where true joys abound ; 
To dwell I'm determin'd 
On that happy ground. 
III. 
The ſouls that believe, 
In Puradiſe live, 
And me in that number 
Will Jesus receive. 
IV. 
My ſoul don't delay, 
He calls thee away ; 
Riſe, follow thy SaviouR, 
And bleſs the glad day. 
GRIT 7 
No mortal doth know, 
What he can beſtow, 


What light, ſtrength, and comfart ; 


Go after him, go. 
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2 Will none of you dare? 
A VIII. 
+4 In bondage, O why! 
1 
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: VI. 
And when I'm to die, 


Receive me,” I'll cry, 
For Jesus hath lov'd me, 
I cannot ſay why! 
VII. 
And now I'm in care, 
My neighbours may ſhare 


Tele ange- To ſeek en 


And death will you lie, 
When Cuz1sT here aſſures you 
Free grace is ſo nigh! 


HYMN XXXIV. 


Iſaiah xxxv. 8, 9, 10. 
; 
ESUS my all, to Heav'n is gone, 
He whom I fix my hopes upon; 
Lis track I Tee, and VI! purſue 


1 Erne narrow way, till him I view. 


II. 


The way the holy prophets went, 


g.. road that leads from baniſnment, 
The King's highway of holinels 
Irn go, for “ All his paths are peace.” 
No 
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III. 1 

» * os 

No firanger may proceed therein, 1 
No lover of the world and ſin, "73 


No lion, no devouring care, 
No lin, no ſorrow {hall be there. 


4 IV. 
No, ar may g9 up: thereon, 1 
But trav'ling ſouls, mae 
Way-faring men to Canaan bound, 
Shall only in the way be found. 
V. 
This 1s the way I long have ſought, 
And mourn'd becauſe I found it not; 
My grief a burden long has been, 
Becauſe I could not ceaſe from fin. 


VI. 
The more I ſtrove againſt it's pow'r, 
I ſinn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 
Till late I heard my Saviour ſay, 
* Come hither, ſoul, I am the way.” 


| W | 
Lo! glad I come, and thou bleſs'd Laws, 
Shalt take me to thee as I am; 
Nothing but ſin I thee can give, 
Nothing but love ſhall I receive. 
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VIII. 
Then will J tell to ſinners round; 
What a dear Saviour I have Sand; 
11 point to thy redeeming blood, 
And lay, «Behold the way to Gon,” 


H Y MN XXXV. 
Glory to, Gor in the higheſt, Luke ii, 14. 
” 4 * ; T. , 
LORY be to Gor on high, 
Gor whole glory fills the Sky; 
Peace on earth to man forgiv'n, 
Man, the well-belov'd. of heav'n. 
II. 
* our LorD and Gop we own, 
Cnz1sT the Farnkx's only Sox, 
Laus of Gop for ſinners ſlain, 
Savioux of offending man. 
III. 
Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, 
Hear, the world's atonement thou, 
Jzesv' in thy name we pray, 
Take, O tale our ſins . 
IV. 
Pow'rful advocate with "RR, 
Juſtify us by thy blood ; 
Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, 
Hear the world's atonement thou. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N XXXVL 
Plalm xxiii. John x. 11. i; 
I, ; 
* | Ks Loxp my paſture ſhall prepare, g 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care, 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply ; 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 


And all my midnight hours defeyg.. 
II. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, i 5 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant, 4 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, {oft and flow, "W 
Amid the verdant landskip flow, ©. 
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Ii 

l 1 

f Though in the paths of death J tread, 1 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, | 


My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Loxp, art with me till ; 


Thy friendly crook {hail give me aid, | Y 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade.. 1 

| IV. N 
Tho' in a bare and rugged way, "3 
Thro' devious: lonely wilds 1 ſtray, 4 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile, _ 1 


The barren wilderneis {hali imile, 


1 With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 


And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 
HYMN. 
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HYMN XXXVII. 
Lamentations i. 22. 

J. 

LL ye that paſs by, 
To Jzsvs draw nigh, 


To you is it nothing that Jesvs ſhould die? 


Your ranſom and peace, 

Your ſurety he is; 
Come ſee if there ever was ſorrow like his. 

IL. 

For what ye have done 

His blood muſt atone, [SON 2 
The FaTntR hath puniſh'd for you his dear 

The Lozd, in the day 

Of his anger, did lay . [away. 


Our ſins on the Laus, and he bore them 


III. 
For you and for me 


He pray'd on the tree, | 


The pray'r is accepted, the ſinner is free; 


That ſinner am I, 
Who on Ixsus rely, 


And come for the pardon Gop cannot deny. 


IV. 
My pardon I claim, 


For a ſinner I am, 
A ſinner believing in Jesvs's name; 
He purchas'd the grace, 
Which now I embrace, place. 


O FaTnts, thou know'ſt he hath died in my 


His 
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V. 
His death is my plea, 


My advocate ſee, [for me. 


And hear the blood ſpeak that hath anſwer'd 


Acquitted I was, 
When he bled on the crols : 
And by loſing his life he hath carry'd my 


caule, - 


HY M N XXXVII. 
EVE NI NG. 


I. 
YESUS, the all-atoning Laus, 
Lover of loſt mankind, 
Salvation in whole holy name 


A ſinful world can find: 


II. 
We aſk thy grace to make us clean, 
We come to thee, our Gop! 
Open, O Lonxp, for this day's fin, 
The fountain of thy blood. 
III. 
Hither our fpotted ſouls be brought, 
And ev'ry idle word, 
And ev'ry work, and ev'ry thought, 
That hath not pleas'd our Lon. 


Hither 


C 41 ) 
IV. 
Hither our actions, righteous deem'd, , 
By man, and counted good, 
As filthy rags by Gov eſteem'd, 
Fill ſprinkled. with thy blood. 


H Y M. N XXXIX. 
Farewel to the World. 


I. 
ORLD adieu! thou real cheat, 
Oft have thy deceitful charms 
Fill'd my heart with fond conceit, 
Fooliſh hopes and falſe alarms :. 
Now I ſee, as clear as day,. 
How: thy follies paſs away. 
II. 
Vain thy entertaining ſights, 
Falſe thy promiſes renew'd, | 
All the pomp of thy delights 
Does but flatter and delude: 
Thee I quit, for heav'n above, 


Object of the nobleſt love. 
III. | 


Farewel honour's empty pride, 
Thy own nice, uncertain guſt, . 
If the leaſt miſchance betide, 
Lays thee lower than the duſt : 
Worldly honours end in gall, 
Riſe to-day—to-morrow fall. 
| F. Lord! . 


(42 3 
IV. 

Lorr ! how happy is a heart 

After thee while it aſpires! 5 
True and faithful as thou art, 2 

Thou ſhalt anſwer it's deſires: 
It ſhall ſee the glorious ſcene 
Of thine everlaſting reign. 


EY MN XL 1 


Heavenly Joy on Earth. 


Yo 


OME ye that love the Loxp, 
And let your joys be known, 
Join in a ſong with fweet accord, 
While ye furround the throne. 


II. 
The ſorrows of the mind 
Be baniſh'd from the place; 
Religion never was deſign'd 
To make our. comforts leſs. 


III, 


Let thoſe refuſe to ſing 

Who never knew our Gop ; 
1 But children of the heav'nly King 
I Mill ſpeak their joys abroad. 


88 

15 IV. 

The men of grace have found 
FGlaory begun below; 


| "Celeſtial fruits on earthly ground, 


From faith and hope may grow. 
2 v. 

Ihe hill of Zion yields 

A thouſand ſacred ſweets, 


Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ſtreets, 
VI. 
Then let our ſongs abound, 
And every tear be dry, 
Ve're inarching thro' Immanue:'s ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 


H-Y—M-N--XLI, 
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Sons of men and angels ſay, 
Raiſe your joys and triumphs high, 
Sing ye heav'ns, and earth reply. 
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3 Love's redeeming work is done, 
3 Fought the fight, the battle won; 
Lo! our ſun's eclipſe 1s o'er, 


Io! he {ets in blood no more. 


F 2 


3 Reſurrection of Car1sT. 
3 I. 
7 H RIS T the Loxp is ris'n to-day! 


Vain 


— — 
. vw ma ²˙ 1m 


{ : 4 9 
III. 
Vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal, 
Cuxisr hath burſt the gates of hell: 
Death in vain forbids his riſe, 
.Cuxr1sT hath open'd Paradiſe, 
IV. 
Lives again our glorious King, 
Where, O death is now thy ſting ! 
Once he died our louls to fave !—- 
Where thy victory, O grave! 
V. 
Soar we now where CuR1sT hath led, 
Foll'wing our exalted Head, 
Made like him, like him we riſe, 
Our's the crols, the grave, the Skies, 
VI. 
Hail the. Loxp of earth and heav'n ! 
Praiſe to thee by both be giv'n! 
Thee we greet triumphant now, 
Hail ! the Reſurrection thou ! 


HN MN XLII. 
A8 N N 8 1 KN. 
J. | 
AIL! the day! that ſees him riſe, 
Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes! 
CHrIsT awhile to mortals giv'n, 
| Re-aſcends his native heav'n. 
| | There 
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There the pompous triumph waits, 
Lift your heads, eternal gates! 
„Wide unfold the radiant ſcene, 
„Take the King * a!“ 

I, 
Him, though higheſt heav'n receives, 


Still he loves the earth he leaves; 
Though returning to his throne, 
Still he calls mankind his own. 
Still for us he.intercedes, 
Prevalent his death he pleads; 
Next himſelf prepares our place, 
Harbinger of human race. 


III. 
Ever upward may we move, 


Wafted on the wings of love; 
Jooking when our Loxp ſhall come, 
Longing, gaſping after home! 

There we ſhall .with thee remain, 
Partners of thine endlels reign ; 
There thy face unclouded lee, 

Find our heav'n of heav'ns in thee! 


HY MN XIIII. 
The Same. 
Lift ap your Heads, Sc. Plalm xxiv. 7. 
| 1. 


on” UR Lob is riſen from the dead, 
Our Jesus is gone up on high, 
The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the Sky, 


iy 


There 
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II. 
There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
« Ye everlaſting doors give way!“ 


III. 
Looſe all your bars of maſſy light, 
And wide unfold th' etherial ſcene; 
He claims theſe manſions as his right, 
Receive the King of Glory in! 


IV. 
Who is the King of Glory, who? 
The Lox that all his toes o'ercame, 
The world, ſin, death, and hell o'erthrew, 
And Jesvs is the conqu'ror's name, 


V, 
Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay, 


Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
« Ye everlaſting doors give way!“ 


VI. 
Who is the King of Glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious pow'r poſſeſt, 


The King of ſaints and angels too, 
God over all, for ever bleſt ! 
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HY MN XLIV. 


Pſalm xcv. 1, 
I, 
WAKE, and ſing the ſong 
Of Moſes and the Laws, 
Wake ev'ry heart and ev'ry tongue 
To praile the Saviour's name, 
' i Ol 
Sing of his dying love, 
Sing of his riſing power, 
Sing how he intercedes above 
For thoſe whoſe ſins he bore. 
III. | 
Sing 'till we feel our hearts 
Aſcending with our tongues, 
Sing 'till the love of fin departs, 
And grace inſpires our ſongs. 
IV: | 
Sing on your heav'nly way, 
Ye ranſom'd ſinners ling, 
Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry day 
In Cnxisr th' eternal King. 
V. 
Soon ſhall ye hear him ſay, 
« Ye bleſſed children come; 
Soon will he call you hence away, 
And take his wand'rers home. 
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HY MN XLV. 


Pſalm xcili. 


yy 
E ſervants of Gon, 


Your maſter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad 
His wonderful name : 
The name all-victorious 
Ot Jesvs extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, 
And rules over all. 


II. 
Salvation to Gop, 


Who fits on the throne, 
Let all” cry aloud, 

And honor: the Sox: 
Onr Jesvus's praiſes 

The angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, 


And worſhip the Laws. . 
III. 
Then let us adore 


And give him his right, 
All glory and pow'r, | 
And wiſdom, and might; 
All honor and bleſſing, 
With angels above, 
And thanks never-cealing, . 
And infinite love. 
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HYMN XLVI. 


Praiſe to the CREATOR and REDEEMER: 


4 . . 


o 


ROM all that dwell below the Skies, 


Let the CREATOxkR's praile ariſe; 


$- * 


4 
4X 


Let the Repetwer's name be ſung, 


hro' ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 

7 II. 

Eternal are thy mercies, Loxp, 

ternal truth attends thy word; 

hy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 


H Y M N XLVII 


Salvation by Grace in CHRIST, 
I. 
OW to the pow'r of Gop ſupreme, 
Be everlaſting honours giv'n ; 
le ſaves from hell, (we bleſs his name) 
He calls loſt wand'ring ſouls to heav'n. 
4 TE; * 
Not ſor our duties or deſerts, 
But of his own abounding g grace, 
le works ſalvation in our hearts, 
And forms a people for his praiſe. 
IIT. 
was his own purpoſe that begun 
To reſcue rebels doom'd to die, 
le gave ys grace in Cugisr his Sox, 
h 


Before e ſpread the ſtarry Sky, 
G 


7 * 
: as 
: by 
A 
* 
* 
— 


Jesus 
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IV. 
Jzsvs, the Loxp, appears at laſt, 
And makes his FaTHeR's counſels known, 


Declares the great tranſaction paſt, 
And brings immortal. bleſſings down. 


H Y M N. XLVIII. 


The Blood of Jesus Cnr1sr cleanſeth from all Sin. 
I. b 
Come thou wounded Laus of Go ! 
Come waſh us in thy cleanſing blood 
Give us to know thy love, then pain 

Is ſweet, and life or death is gain.. 

II. 

Take our poor hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but thee: 

Seal thou our breaſts, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 9 
III. = 
How- can it be thou heav'nly King YN 
That thou ſhould'ſt man to glory bring! '' 


ES ah "<P 


Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne, 5 
Deck'd with a never- fading crown !. | 3 
IV. 3 


Ah, Lorp! enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders thou haſt wrought, 
Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongues to tell 
Thy love immenſe, unlearchable, 


Firſt-- 
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Firſt-born of many brethren thou, 
To thee both earth and heav'n muſt bow; 


Help us to thee our all to give, 


* 
- 2 
r 


— 
22 
* 

— 2 


th . 

*- —Y a; a _—_ 
n Fee 
So © =. 3: > FE . 4 4 2. , "72 


Thine may we die, thine may we live! 


HYMN XLIX. 


The Second Advent. Rev. i. 7, 
I. 


1 3 ! he comes with clouds deſcending, 


Once for favour'd ſinners ſlain! 
Thouſand thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: ; 
Hallelujah.! | 
Hallelujah ! Amen. 
| II. 
Every eye {hall now behold him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty ; 
Thoſe who ſet at nought and {old him, 
Pierc'd, and nail'd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Mess1an ſee. 
III. 
Ev'ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away; 
All who hate him, muſt confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day; 
Come to judgment! 


Come to judgment! come away! 
| Now 
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IV. 


Now redemption long expected, 


See! In ſolemn pomp appear! 
All his ſaints, by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet him in the air; 
Hallelujah ! 


See the day of Gon appear! 
V 


Anſwer thine own bride and ſpirit, 


Haſten, Loy, the gen'ral doom! 
The new heav'n and earth t' inherit, 

Take thy pining exiles home: 

„All creation 
Travels! groans! and bids.thee come. 
VI. : 

Yea! Amen! Let all adore thee, 

High on thine eternal throne ! 
SAVIOUR, take the pow'r and glory ; 

Claim the kingdom for thy own : 

O come quickly ! 
Hallelujah! come, Lozp, come! 


HY MXN IL. 
The Same. Rev. xi. 15, 
I. 


E comes! he comes! the Judge ſevere! 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near; 
His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful ſoul. 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome to the faithful ſoul. From 


( 33 ) 
<= II. 
From heav'n, angelic voices ſound, 
See the Almighty Jzsvs crown'd ; 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, 
And glory decks the Savriour's face! 
| Glory, glory, glory, glory, glory decks the 
SaviouR's face? _ 
III. 
Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms for his own ; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their triumphant Loxp : 
Hail him, hail him, hail him, hail him, hail 
1 him, their triumphant Lozp. 
IV. 
Shout all the people of the Sky, 
And all the ſaints of the Most Hicn : 
Our Gop, who now his right obtains, 
{8 For ever and for ever reigns. 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, and for ever 
| 3 reigns, 
The FarhER praiſe, the Sox adore, 
The Spirr bleſs for evermore ; 
1 Salvation's glorious work is done, 
We welcome thee GREAT ThRxEE IN ONE, 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 
come thee GREAT THREE IN ONE, 


HYMN. 
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HYMN III. 
Hymn to po Trinity, 


Pa be to hs FaTHER given, 
Cur1sT he gave 
Us 'to ſave, 
Now the heirs of heaven. 
II, 
Pay we equal adoration, 
To the Sox; 
He alone 
"Wrought out our ſalvation. 
III. 
Glory to th' eternal Seigir, 
Us he ſeals, 
 CHr1sT reveals, 
And applies his merit. 
IV. 
Worſhip, honor, thanks and blefling, 
One in THREE, 
Give we thee, 
Never, never ceaſing! 


HY M N II. 
Relief for deſpairing Sinners, Zech. xiii. 1. 
I. 
E OW fad our ſtate by nature is, 
Our ſin how deep it ſtains! 
And Satan binds our captive ſouls 


Faſt. in his ſlaviſh chains, But 4 


ha # F 07431 


| by. 
Lig e 
* II, 
” But there's a voice of ſov'reign grace 
Sounds from God's ſacred word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing ſinners come 
And truſt upon the Lox. 


III. 
O may we hear th' Almighty call, 
And run to this relief! 
We would believe thy promiſe Los, 
O help our unbelief ! 


| IV. 

To the bleſt fountain of thy blood, 
Teach us, O Lox, to fly: 

There may we waſh our ſpotted ſouls,. 
From crimes of deepeſt dye! 


V. 
Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, 
Our reigning ſins ſubdue; 
Drive the old Dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew. 


VI. 
Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall; 
Be thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jzsvs, and our all! 
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HYMN III. 
M OR NIN G. 
1-445 lg | 
ISE, my ſoul! adore thy Maker 
Angels praiſe ; 
| Join thy lays, 
With them be partaker. 
II. 
Sov'reign Loxp of ev'ry ſpirit, 
In thy light 
Lead me right, 
Through my Saviour's merit, 
III. 
Thou this night waſt my protector, 
With me ſtay, 
All the day, 
Ever my director. 
IV. 
Holy, holy, holy giver, 
Of all good, 
Life and food, 
Reign ador'd for ever! 
V. 
Glory, honor, thanks and bleſſing, 
One in Tuxkx, 
Give we thee, 
Never, never cealing ! 


HYMN- 
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HYMN LIV. 


t 6; 
I. 
RE I ſleep, for ev'ry favor 
This day ſhew'd 
By my Gon, 
I will bleſs my Saviour. 
IT. 
O my Loxp, what ſhall I render 
To thy name, 
Still the ſame, 
Gracious, good, and tender! 
III. 
Leave me not, but ever love me; 
Let thy peace, 
Be my bliſs, 
Till thou hence remove me. 
IV. 
Viſit me with thy ſalvation: 
Let thy care, 
| Now be near, 
Round my habitation. 
Ys: | 
Thou my rock, my guard, my tow'r, 
Safely keep 
While I ſleep, 
Me with all thy pow'r. 
H 


So 


| VI. 

| So whene'cr in death I {lumber, - 
1 Let me riſe 

| With the wile, 

1 Counted in their number! 


| 
| HYMN LV. 


11 The Same. 
i O farther go to-night, but ſtay 
Dear Sav1ouR till the break of day: 
Turn in, dear Loxp, with me; 
And in the morning when I wake, 


Me in thine arms, my Jesvs take, 
And T'll go on with thee. 


HYMN LVI. 
For the LoxD's Day. 
I. 
HE Loxp of Sabbath let us praiſe, 
. In concert with the bleſt, 
Who joyful in harmonious lays, 
Employ an endleſs reſt. 
<< II. 
Thus, Lornr, while we remember thee, 
We bleſt and happy grow: 
By hymns of praiſe we learn to be 
Triumphant here below, 
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| III. 
this glad day a brighter ſcene 
Of glory was diſplay'd 
Et Goo, th' eternal Word, than when 
FX This univerſe was made. 
3 IV. 
e riſes, who mankind hath bought 
ka With grief and pain extreme; 
FF was great to ſpeak the word from nought— 
Twas greater to redeem ! 


H Y MM N LVII. 
Life and Eternity. 
I. 
HEE we adore, eternal name ; 
A And humbly own to thee, 
ov feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we be! 
3 II. 
ur waſting lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As months and days increaſe ! 
Ind ev'ry beating pulſe we tell 
Leaves but the number leſs. 
* III. 
e year rolls round, and ſteals away 
The breath that firſt it gave; 
hate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're trav'ling to the grave! 
H 2 Dangers 
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IV. 
Dangers ſtand thick thro' all the ground, 
To puſh us to the tomb, 
And fierce diſeaſes wait around, 


To hurry mortals home! 
| V 


Great Gop! on what a {lender thread 
Hang everlaſting things ! 
Th' eternal ſtates of all the dead 


Upon life's feeble ſtrings. 
VI. 


Infinite joy, and endleſs woe, 
Attend on ev'ry breath; 
And yet how unconcern'd we go 


Upon the brink of death! 
VII. 
Waken, O Lov, our drowſy ſenſe, 
To walk this dang'rous road : 
And if our ſouls are hurried hence, 
May they be found with Gop ! 


HY M N LVIII. 


CHR1sT our Wiſdom, Righteouſneſs, Sanctiffcation, 
and Redemption. 1. Cor. 1. 30. 
| I. 
'L IURY'D in ſhadows of the night, 
We lie, till Cuxisr reſtores the light; 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the blind 
And chace the darkneſs of the mind. "EI 
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: _ 
Loſt guilty ſouls are drown'd in tears, 
Till the atoning blood appears; 
Then they awake from deep diſtreſs, 
And ling the Loxp our Righteouſneſs. 
III. 

Jesus beholds where Satan reigns, 
Binding his ſlaves in heavy chains: 
He ſets the pris'ner free, and breaks 
The iron bondage from our necks, 

e 4 
Poor helpleſs worms in thee poſſeſs 
Grace, wiſdom, power, and righteouſneſs ; 
Thou art our mighty ALL ; may we 
Give our whole ſelves, O Loxv, to thee! 


HYMN LIX. 


| Offices of Curi1sT, 
I. 
OIN all the glorious names 
Of wiſdom, love and pow'r, 
That mortals ever knew, 
That angels ever bore : 
All are too mean 
To ſpeak his worth, 
Too mean to ſet 


Our Saviour forth. 


* 
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II. 
But O what gentle terms ; 
What condeſcending ways, 
Doth our REDEEMER ule 
To teach his heav'nly grace! 
My ſoul, with joy 
And wonder lee, 
W hat forms of love 
He bears for thee. 
III. 
Great PRO PHET of our Gon, 
Our tongues would bleſs thy name; 
By thee the joyful news 
Of our ſalvation came: 
The joyful news 
Ot fins forgiv/n, 
Of hell ſubdu'd, 
And peace with heav'n. 


IV. 


Jzesvs, our great Hi6n-PriEsT, 


Offer'd his blood and dy'd ; 
Thou guilty ſinner ſeek 
No ſacrifice beſide: 
His pow'rful blood 
Did once atone, 
And now it pleads 
Before the throne. 


= 


Thou 
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* 
Thou dear Almighty Lozn, 
Our:Coxnqv'ror and our KixG, 
Thy ſceptre and thy ſword, 
Thy reigning grace we ling, 
Thine is the pow'r; 
O may we ſit, 
In willing bonds, 
Beneath thy feet! 


HYMN LX. 
The Same. 


RRAYD in (ortaÞfieth, 4 
Lo the GRrATNANCEI ſtands | 
And holds the promiſes, 
And pardons in his hands : 
Commiſſion'd from 
His FaTHER's throne, 
To make his grace | 
To mortals known. 
II. | 
Be thou our Counſellor, 
Our Pattern and our Guide! 
And through this deſart land 
Still keep us near thy fide ! 
O let our feet 
Ne'er run aſtray, 
Nor rove, nor ſeek 
The crooked way! We'd 
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III. 
We'd hear our SnRPRHERPD's voice; 
Whoſe watchful eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring ſouls among 
The thouſands of his ſheep ; 
He feeds his flock, 
He calls their names, 
His boſom bears 
The tender lambs, 
PEE” IV; 
To this dear Suxgrw's hands, 
My ſoul, commend thy cauſe, 
He anſwers and fulfils 
His FaTHtRr's broken laws. 
Believing ſouls 
Now free are ſet ; 
For Chxisr hath paid 
Their dreadful debt. 
V. 
Then let our ſouls ariſe, 
And tread the tempter down ; 
Our CaeTain leads us forth 
To conqueſt and a crown; 
March on ! nor fear 
To win the day, 
Tho' death and hell 
_ ObſtruR the way. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N IXI. 


| Grace the Believer's Song. 
Sy thou fount of ev'ry bleſſing ! 
Tune mine heart to ſing thy grace; 
Streams of mercy never ceaſing, 
Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe ; 
Teach me ſome melodious ſonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Praiſe the Mount I'm fix'd upon it, 
Mount of Gop's . love! 
Here I raiſe my Eben-Ezer, 
Hither by thine help I'm come; 
And I hope by thy good pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at home: 
Jzsvs ſought me, when a ſtranger, 
Wand'ring from the fold of Gop, 
He, to reſcue me from danger, 
Interpos'd with precious blood. 
III. 
Oh! to grace, how great a debtor, 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 
Let that grace, now like a fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring heart to thee: 
Prone to wander, Lonxp, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the Gop I love—— 
Here's mine heart: O take, and ſeal it, 
Seal it for thy courts above. 1 
255 1 HYMN 
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LXII. 


HYMN 


Cur1sT the Strength of the weak, Iſa. xl. 29. 


| 3 
ON of God, thy bleſſing grant, 
Still ſupply my ev'ry want, 
Tree of life thy influence ſhed, 
With thy ſap my ſpirit feed ! 
II | 


Tend'reſt branch, alas! am I, 
Wither without thee, and die: 
Weak as helpleſs infancy— 
O confirm my ſoul in thee! 
| III. 

Unſuſtain'd by thee I fall, 
Send the ſtrength for which I call! 
Weaker than a bruiſed reed, 
Help I ev'ry moment need; 

| IV. 
All my hopes on thee depend, 
Love me, ſave me to the end! 
Give me the continuing grace 
Take the everlaſting praiſe. 


Heaven on Earth. 2 Kings, x. 15. 
I. | 
OME let us aſcend, 
My companion and friend, 
To a taſte of the banquet above: 


(67) 


If thine heart be as mine, 
If for Jesvs it pine, 
Cone up into the chariot of love, 
II. 
Who in Jzsvs confide, 
They are bold to outride 
The ſtorms of affliction beneath: 

With the prophet they ſoar 
To that heavenly ſhore, 

And outfly all the arrows of death. 

III. 
By faith we are come 
To our permanent home, 

By hope we the rapture improve : 
By love we ſtill riſe, 

And look down on the ſkies—— 

For the heaven of heaven's is love! 

IV. 
Who on earth can conceive, 
How happy we live, 

In the city of Gop the great King! 
What a concert of praiſe, 
When our Ixsus's grace, 

The whole heav'nly company ling. 

V. 
What a rapturous ſong 
When the glorify'd throng 
In the ſpirit of * join? 
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Join all the glad choirs, 
Hearts, voices and lyres, 
And the burden is mercy divine, 

VI. 
Hallelujah fhey cry, 
To the King of the ſky, 

To the great everlaſting I AM, 
To the Laus that was ſlain, 
And liveth again, 

Hallelujah to Gop and the Laws. 


H Y M N LXIV. 


Praiſe to the REDEEMER. 
I. | 6 
LUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 
We wretched ſinners lay, 
Without one chearful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm' ring day. 
II. 
With pitying eyes, the Prince of Since 
Beheld our helpleſs grief; | 
He ſaw, and (O amazing love!) 
He came to our relief, 
8 6 III. 
Down from the ſhining ſeats above, 
With joyful haſte he fled, 
— Enter'd the 17 in mortal fleſh, 
| And dwelt among The dead, 


YAN 


( 69 ) 
IV. 
Oh! for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting filence break; 
And all harmonious human tongues, 
The Saviouk's praiſes ſpeak. 
V. 
Angels aſſiſt our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 


AN LXVY. 
Pſalm C. 
I. 
EFORE Jeuovan's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with ſacred j Joy, 
Know that the Lord is God alone, 
| He can create, and he deſtroy. 


II. 
His ſov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 


Made us of clay, and form'd us men; 
And when like wand'ring ſheep we ſtray'd, 


He brought us to his fold again. 
| IIT. 


We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, 


High as the heav'ns our voices raiſe ; 


———— __— —— — 
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And earth with her ten thouſand tongues 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 
IV. 
Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love ; 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When 10lling years ſhall ceaſe to move, 


HY MN LXVI 
PSALM cl. 
J. 
RAISE the Lox, who reigns above, 


And keeps his court below, 
Praiſe the holy Gop of love, 
And all his greatneſs ſhew: 
Praiſe him for his noble deeds, 
Praiſe him for his matchleſs pow'r, 
Him from whom all good proceeds, 


Let earth and heav'n adore. 
II. 
Publiſh, ſpread to all around, 


The great IMMANUEL's name, 
Let the trumpet's martial ſound, 
Him LoD of Hosrs proclaim : 
Praiſe him-ev'ry tuneful ſtring, 
All the reach of heav'nly art, 
All the pow'rs of muſic bring, 
The mufic of the heart. 


Him 


. 
III. 


Him, in whom they move, and live, 


Let every creature ſing, 
Glory to their Maker give, 

And homage to their King: 
Hallow'd be his name beneath, 

As in heaven on earth ador'd, 
Praiſe the Loxp in every breath; 

Let all things praiſe the Loxp! 


HYMN LIXVI. 


Cusisr's Commiſſion, 


| I. 
AISE your triumphant ſongs 


To an immortal tune; 
Let the wide earth reſound the deeds, 
Celeſtial grace hath done. 
IT. 
Sing how eternal love 
Its chief Beloved choſe, 
And bid him raiſe our wretched race 
From their abyſs of woes. 
III. 
His hand no thunder bears, 
No terror cloaths his brow; 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls 
To fiercer flames below 


'Twas 


1 
IV. 
'Twas mercy fill'd the throne, 
And wrath ſtood filent by, 
When Cnz1sT was ſent with pardons down, 
To rebels doom'd to die, 
V. 
Now, ſinners, dry your tears, 
Let hopeleſs ſorrows ceaſe, 
Bow to the ſcepter of his love, 
And take the offer'd peace. 


VI. 
May we obey the call, 
And lay an humble claim 
To the ſalvation he hath brought, 
And love and praiſe his name ! 


HYM N LXVII. 
For New Year's Day. 
Luke xiii. 6—11, 


I. 
HE Losp of earth arid ſky, 
The Gop of ages praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
Ancient of endleſs days ; 


Who lengthens out our trial here, 


And ſpares us yet another year. | 
Barren 
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II. 
Barren and wither'd trees, 
We cumber'd long the ground, 
No fruit of holineſs 
On our dead ſouls was found! 
Vet did he us in mercy ſpare, 
Another and another year. 
III. 
When juſtice bar'd the ſword 
To cut the fig-tree down, 
The pity of our Lorp 
Cry'd, ** Let it ſtill alone,” 
The FaTHER mild inclin'd his ear, 
And ſpar'd us yet another year. 
IV. 
Jzsus, thy ſpeaking blood 
From Gop obtain'd the grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
On us a longer ſpace: 
Thou didit in our behalf appear, 
And lo, we ſee another year! 
V. 
Then dig about the root, 
Break up our fallow ground, 
And let our gracious fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound : 
O let us all thy praiſe declare, 
And fruit unto perfection bear! 


K HYMN 
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ANOTHER, 


HYMN LXIX. 


| : z 
OME let us anew \ 
Our Journey purſue, 
Roll round with the year, : 
And never ſtand ſtill, till the Maſter appear: 
His adorable will 
Let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents i improve, 
By the patience of hope and the labor of love. 
II. 
Our life is a dream, 
Our time as a ſtream, 
Glides ſwiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuſes to ſtay: 
The arrow is flown, 
The moment is gone, 
The millenial year 
Ruſhes on to our view, and eternity's here! 
2 
O that each in the day 
Of his coming may ſay, 
J have fought my way thro', 


++. I have finiſh'd the work thou didſt give me 


ta do.“ 


O that 
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O that each from his Loxp 
May receive the glad word, 
„Well and faithtully done, 
Enter into my joy, and fit down on my 
throne.” 


HYMN LXX. 


The glorious Proſpeck. Iſaiah xxxv. 10. 
I 


0 . of the heav'nly King, 
{ As ye journey ſweetly ling : 

ö Sing your Savioun's worthy praiſe, 
Glorious in his works and ways ! 

; | IT. 


Ye are trav'ling home to Gop, 

In the way the fathers trod : 

They are happy now, and ye 

” | Soon their happineſs ſhall ſee. 

J III. | 

O, ye baniſh'd feed, be glad! 

Cur1sT our advocate is made; 

Us, to ſave, our fleſh aſſumes; 

Brother to our ſouls becomes. 

: 

Shout, ye little flock, and bleſt, 

You on Ixsv's throne ſhall reſt! 

There your ſeat is now prepar'd, 

There your kingdom and reward, 
e Fear 


* * 8 
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V. 
Fear not brethren, joyful ſtand 
On the borders of your land! 
Jzsuvs CRRisr, your FaTHER's Sor, 
Bids you undiſmay'd go on. 

Vic 
Loxy, obediently we'll go, 
Gladly leaving all below : 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we ſtill will follow thee! 


H Y M N LXXI. 


Jesvs the Joy of Earth and Heaven. 
Phil. ii. 9, 10, 11. 
J. 
ET earth and heav'n agree, 
Angels and men be join'd 
To celebrate with me 
The Saviour of mankind : 
J adore the all-atoning Laws, 
And bleſs the ſound of Jesv's name. 
II. 
Jesvs! tranſporting ſound ; 
The joy of earth and heav'n, 
No other help is found, 
No other name is giv'n, 
By which we can ſalvation have— 
But Jesus came the world to ſave. 


Jesvs! 
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| III. 
Jxsus! harmonious name! 
It charms the hoſts above! 
They evermore proclaim, 4 
And wonder at his love! | 
"Tis all their happineſs to gaze, | 
"Tis heav'n to ſee, our Jasv's face. | 
IV. 
His name the ſinner hears, 
And is from. {in ſet free; 
"Tis muſic in his ears, 
6 Tis life and victory: 
New longs do now his lips employ, 
j And dances his glad heart for joy ! | 


HYMN LXXII. 

N The Pilgrim's Hymn. A Dialogue. 

x I. 

J ELL us, O women, we wou'd know 
Whither ſo faſt ye move? 

Me, call'd to leave the world below, 
N Are ſecking one above. 
£ Whence came ye, ſay, and what the place 
That ye are trav'ling from! 
| From Tribulation, we, thro' grace, 
Are now returning home, Is- 
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III. 
Is not your native country here? 
Like you not this abode! 
We ſeek a better country far, 
A city built by GOD. 
IV. 
Thither we travel, nor intend 
Short of that bliſs to reſt: 
Nor we, till in the ſinner's friend 
Our weary ſouls are bleſsd. 
V. 
Friends of the Bridegroom we ſhall reign, 
SAVIOUR, we aſk no more; 
Hail LAMB of GOD, for ſinners ſlain, 
Whom heaven and earth adore ! 


H YM N EXXIIL 


The matchleſs Grace of CurisT. Epheſ. ii. 13. 
I, 
F him who did ſalvation brine, 


Lox, may we ever think and ſing! 
Ariſe, ye guilty, he'll forgive; 
Ariſe, ye needy, he'll relieve. 
II. 

Eternal Loxp, Almighty King, 
All heav'n doth with thy triumphs ring! 
Thou conqu'reſt all beneath, above, 
Devils with force, atid men with love ! 

' To 


7 
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III. 
To purge our fins, Cuz1sT ſhed his blood, 


He died to bring us near to Goo: 
Let all the world fall down and know, 
That none but Gop ſuch love could ſhow, 


HYMN [LXXIV. 
Faith in Cuxisr our Sacrifice, Heb. x. 4, 10. 
I. 

OT all the blood of beaſts 
On Jewiſh altars ſlain, 
Could give the guilty conſcience peace, 

Or walh away the ſtain, 

II. 

But CnrisT the heavinly LAus, 

Takes all our fins away; 
A ſacrifice of nobler name, 

And richer blood than they ! 

| III. 

My faith wou'd lay its hand 

On that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent I ſtand 

And there confeſs my fin, 

IV. 
My ſoul looks back to ſee 
The burdens thou didſt bear, 

When hanging on th' accurſed tree, 

And hopes her guilt was there, 


Believing 
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Believing we rejoice 
To lee the curſe remove; 

We bleſs the Lawns with chearful voice 
And ling his bleeding love. 


HY M N LXXV. 


To Jesus  CurisT. 
I, 
Thou in whom the Gentiles truſt, 
Thou only holy, only juſt, 
Oh! tune our ſouls to praiſe thy name, 


Jxsus! Unchangeable, the ſame: 


II. 

If angels, whilſt to Thee they ling, 
Wrap up their faces in their wing, 
How ſhall we ſinful duſt draw nigh 
The great, the awful Derry! 

III. 
Glory to Thee, auſpicious Lams ; 
Thou holy Loxp, Thou great I AM: 
With all our pow'r thy grace we blels, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs, 

IV. 
Live, ever glorious Ixsus! live, 
Worthy all bleſſings to receive! 
Worthy on high enthron'd to fit 
With ev'ry pow'r beneath thy feet ! 
| HYMN 
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HVYVMN LXXVI. 
Unfruiſſulneſs. 
J. 
ONG have we ſat beneath the ſound 
Of thy ſalvation, Loxp, 
But ſtill how weak our faith is found, 
And knowledge of thy word! 
II. 
Oft we frequent thine holy place, 
Yet hear almoſt in vain: 
How ſmall a portion of thy grace 
Do our falſe hearts retain ! 
III. 
Our gracious Saviour and our Gon 
How little art thou known, 
By all the judgments of thy rod, 
And bleflings of thy throne ! 
IV. 
How cold and feeble is our love, 
How negligent our fear ! 
How low our hope of joys above, 
How few affections there! 
V. 
Great God, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To give thy word ſuccels ; 
Write thy falvation on each heart, 
And make us learn thy grace, 
| L 
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VI. 
Shew our forgetful feet the way 
That leads to joys on high; 
Where knowledge grows without decay, 
And love ſhall never die. 


 H Y M N LXXVIL 
Morning or Evening. 
I. 
Gop, how endleſs is thy love! 
Thy gifts are ev'ry evining new; 
And morning mercies from above, 
Gently diſtil like early dew. 
II. 
Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the\ynight, 
Great Guardian of our ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 
III. 
We yield our pow'rs to thy command, 
To thee we conſecrate our days! 
Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand 
Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe ! 


H Y M N LXXVIII. 


On the Lord's Day. 
| I. 
HIS is the day the Loxp hath made: 
He calls the hours his own : 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround the throne, To- 


(03...) 
II. 
To-day Cur1sT roſe, and left the dead, 
And Satan's Empire fell : 
To-day the ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
And all his wonders tell. 
III. 
Hoſannak to the anointed King, 
To David's holy Son! 
f Help us, O Loop, deſcend, and bens 
Salvation from thy throne, 
IV. 
Hoſannah, in the higheſt ſtrains 
The church on earth can raiſe ; 
The higheſt heav'ns in which he reigns 
Shall give him nobler praiſe. 


HYMN ER 
A Bleſſed Goſpel. 


» 


LEST are the fouls that hear and know 
The Goſpel's joyful ſound, 
Peace ſhall attend the path they go, 
And light their 1 {urround, 


Their joy ſhall bear hal ſpirits up, 
Thro' their REDEEMER's name: 
His righteouſneſs exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn, 
L 2 
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III. 
The Lord our glory and defence, 
Strength and ſalvation gives: 
Iſrael, thy Kixs for ever reigns, 
Thy Gov far ever lives. 


'HY M N LXXX. 


Adoring Cur1sT. 
1. 

RET HREN, let us join to bleſs 

Jesus CHRIST, our joy and peace, 
Let our praiſe to him be giv'n, 
High at God's right-hand in heav'n! 

II. 
Maſter, ſee! to thee we bow, 
Thou art Loxp, and only thou; 
Thou the bleſſed Virgin's feed, 
Glory of thy church, and head. 
. 
Thee the angels ceaſeleſs fing, 
Thee we praiſe, our Prieſt, our King; 
Worthy is thy name of praiſe, 
Full of glory, full of grace. 
IV. 

Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 
Of ſalvation by thee wrought ; | 
Wrought for all thy church ! and we 
Worſhip in their company. 


oY CA" OO 


We. 
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V. 
We, thy little flock adore 
Thee, the Lok p for evermore! 
Ever with us, ſhew thy love, 
Till we join with thoſe above! 


HYM N LXXXI. 


Salvation. 


| . | 
ALVATION ! O the joyful! ſound ! 


What pleaſure to our ears ! 
A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 
| OEM 
SALVATION |! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around— 
While all the armies of the {ky 
Conſpire to raiſe the found ! 


HF N LXXXIL 
CuRIST our great Melchiſedec. 


HO dear FAN. aa00 dying Laus! 
We love to hear of Thee; 
No muſic like thy charming name, 
Een half ſo ſweet can be! 
O may we ever hear thy voice, 
In mercy to us ſpeak ! 
And in our prieſt will we rejoice, 


Thou great Melchiſedec. '  Our- 
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| II. 

Our Jesus ſhall be ſtill our theme, 

While in this world we ſtay, 
We'll ſing our Jzsv's lovely name, 

When all things elſe decay. 
When we appear in yonder cloud, 

With all his favor'd throng, 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 


And Cur1sT ſhall be our ſong. 
H Y M N LXXXIII. 


Delivered for our Offences —Raiſed again for our 
Fuſlification, Rom. iv. 25. 
E dies! the Friend of ſinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around ! 
A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies! 
A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground! 
Come ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 
For him who groan'd beneath your load ! 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of richer blood! 
| II. 
Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
The Logp of glory dies for men! 
But lo! i 4 ſudden joys we ſee! 
Jesus the dead revives again! 


The riſing God forſakes the tomb! 


(The tomb in vain forbids his riſe!) 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies ! 


— 
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III. 

Break off your tears, ye ſaints! and tell 

How high our great Deliv'rer reigns ! 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 

And led the monſter death in chains ! 
Say, „Live for ever, wond'rous King! 

*« Born to redeem ! and ſtrong to ſave ;” 
Then aſk the monſter—* Where's thy ſting ? 

And where's thy victory, boaſting grave?” 


HYMN LXXXIV. 
Thankſgiving, 
I. 
Y ſoul repeat his praiſe, 
Whoſe mercies are ſo great; 
Whoſe anger is ſo {low to riſe, 
So ready to abate. 
II. 
High as the heav'ns ars rais'd, 
Above the ground we tread, 
So far the riches of his grace, 
Our higheſt thoughts exceed. 
III. 
The pity of the Lonp, 
To thoſe that fear his name, 
Is ſuch as tender parents feel : 
He knows our feeble frame, 
3 Our 
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x IV. 
Our days are as the graſs, 
1 Or like the morning flow'r; 
If one ſharp blaſt ſweep o'er the field, 
It withers in an hour. 
Y 
But thy compaſhons, Lox, 
To endleſs years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 
| Thy word of promiſe ſure, 


| Salvation the ſole Work of Gop. 
| | J. 
| O Gor the only wile, 
S - | Our Saviour and our King, 
| Let all the ſaints below the ſkies 
Their humble praiſes being. 
| _— 
. "Tis his almighty love, 
His counſel and his care, 
| Preſerves us ſafe from ſin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful ſnare, 
| 111. | 
7 He will preſent his ſaints 
Unblemith'd and compleat 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely — Then 


| 
HYMN LXXXV. 
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IV. 
Then all the choſen ſeed 
Shall wicet around the throne, 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 
V. 
To our redeeming Gon, 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs, 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 


And everlaſting ſongs ! 


HYMN LXXXVI. 
Public Worſhip. 
I. 
ORD, we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow, 
Oh! do not our ſuit diſdain, 
Shall we ſeek thee, Lorp, in vain? 
II. | 
Lorn, on thee our ſouls depend; 
In compaſſion now deſcend : 
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to ſing thy praile. 
III. 
In thine own appointed way, 
Now we ſeek thee—here we ſtay, 
Lorp, we know not how to go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow. . 
M Send 
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. 
Send fome meſſage from thy. word, 
That may joy and peace attord ; 
Let thy Spirit now impart 
Full ſalvation to each heart. 

. 
Comfort thoſe who weep and mourn, 
Let the time of joy return ; | 
Thoſe that are caft down lift up, 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope: 


7 
Grant that all may ſeek and find g 
Thee a faithful Gop and kind; | 


| Heal the ſlick, the captive tree, 
Let us all rejoice in thee, = 


HY MN LXXXVu. | 
It is finiſhed! John xix. 30. | 
| T | 


« * TAS FINISH'D,” the RrpREMER ſaid, 
| And meekly bow'd his dying head; 
Whilſt we this ſentence ſcan, 

Come, ſinners, and obſerve the word, | 

Behold the conqueſts of our Lozp, | 

Complete for helpleſs man. 


Firtiſh's 
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II. 
Finiſh'd the righteouſneſs of grace, 
Finiſh'd for ſinners. pard'ning peace, 
Their mighty debt 1s paid : 
Accuſing law, cancel'd by blood, 
And wrath of an offended Gop 
In ſweet oblivion laid. 
III. 
Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim? 
ihe law no longer can condemn, 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew : 
Juſtice itſelf a friend appears, 
The priſon-houſe a whiſper hears, 
„ Looſe him and let him go.“ 
| IV. 
O unbelief, injurious bar! 
Source of tormenting fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 
Where'er thy loud objections fall, 
„ Tis finiſh'd,” ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry cry. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 
Gor's Goodneſs to his People, Plalm xxiii. 
I. 

HE Lon ſupplies his people's need, 

Jenovaun is his name; 
In -paſtures freſh he makes them feed 
Beſide the living ſtream, He 
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. 
Send fome meſſage from thy word, 
That may joy and peace attord ; 
Let thy Spirit now impart 
Full ſalvation to each heart, 

Vs 
Comfort thoſe who weep and mour:, 
Let the time of joy return ; 

Thoſe that are caſt down lift up, 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope! 
IV. 

Grant that all may ſeek and find 
Thee a faithful Gop and kind ; 
Heal the ſick, the captive free, 
Let us all rejoice in thee. 


HYMN LXXXVII. 
It is finiſhed! John xix. 30. 


© 
2g IS FINISH'D,” the RæpREugg ſaid, 


And meekly bow'd his dying head; 


Whilſt we this ſentence ſcan, 
Come, ſinners, and obſerve the word, 


Behold the conqueſts of our Lozp, 


Complete tor helpleſs man. 
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II. 
Finiſh'd the righteouſneſs of grace, 
Finiſh'd for ſinners pard'ning peace, 
Their mighty debt is paid: 
Acculing law, cancel'd by blood, 
And wrath of an offended Gon 
1n tweet oblivion laid. 
III, 
Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim? 
Ihe lau no longer can condemn, 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew: 
Juſtice itſelf a friend appears, 
The prilon-houſe a whilper hears, 
*« Looſe him and let him go.“ 
| IV. 
| O unbelief, injurious bar! 
| Source of tormenting ſruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 
Where'er thy loud objections fall, 
« 'Tis finiſh'd,” ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry cry. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 
| Go Goodneſs to his People, Plalm xxiii. 
I. 
HE Lorp ſupplies his people's need, 
Jenovan is his name; 
In -paſtures freſh he makes them feed 
Beſide the living ſtream, He 


( 92 ) 
II. 
He brings their wand'ring ſpirits back, 
When they forſake his ways; 
And leads them, for his mercy's ſake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 
III. 
When they walk thro” the ſhades of death, 
His preſence is their ſtay : 
A word of his ſupporting breath, 
Drives all their fears away. 
IV. 
His hand in fight of all their foes 
Doth ill their table fpread, 
Their cup with bleſſings overflows, 
His oil anoints their head. 
1 V. 
The ſure proviſions of our Gop, 
Attend us all our days: 
O may his houſe -be our abode, 
And all our work his praiſe! 


H Y M N LXXXIX. 


As the Sufferings of Cuxisr abound in us, ſo our 


Conſglation alſo aboundeth by CurisT, 
| 2 ” 1 


C on my Wo ners in diſtreſs, 


comrades thro the wilderneſs, 
Who ſtill your burdens feel! 


f A-wh uc 


| 
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A-while forget your griefs and fears, 
And look beyond the vale of tears 
To yon celeſtial hill, 
II. 
See where the Laus in glory ſtands, 
Incircled with his radiant bands, 
And join th' angelic pow'rs : 
For all that height of glorious . 
Our everlaſting portion is, 
And all that heav'n is ours. 
III. 
Who ſuffer for our Maſter here, 
We ſhall before his face appear, 
And by his ſide fit down; 
To patient faith the prize is ſure, 
And thoſe that to the end endure 
The croſs, ſhall wear the crown. 
IV. 


Thrice bleſſed bliſs—inſpiring hope! 


It liſts the fainting ſpirits up! 
It brings to life the dead! 


Our conflicts here ſhall ſoon be paſt, 


And you and I aſcend at laſt, 
Triumphant with our Head, 


V. 
That great myſterious Deity 


We ſoon with open face ſhall ſee—- - 
The beatific ſight, Shall 
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Shall fill the heav'nly courts with praiſe, 
And wide diffuſe the golden blaze 
Of everlaſting light! 


HYM N XC. 
FUN ER ACT HY MN. 
On the Death of a Believer. | 


I. 
H lovely appearance of death, 
No ſight upon earth is ſo fair: 
Not all the gay pageants that breathe, 


Can with a dead body compare: | 
With ſolemn delight I ſurvey | 
The corpſe when the ſpirit is fled; f 


In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to lie in its ſtead, 
II. | 
How bleſt is our brother, bereſt 
Of all that could burden his mind ! , 
How eaſy the ſoul, that hath left 
This weariſome body behind?! | 


Of evil incapable thou, 
Whole relics with envy I fee: | 
No longer in miſery now, þ 
No longer a ſinner like me. | 

III. 
This earth is affected no more 
With ſickneſs, or ſhaken with pain: 
The 


1 
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The war in the members is o'er 
And never ſhall vex him again: 
No anger henceforward, or ſhame, 
Shall redden this innocent clay, 
Extin&t is the animal flame, 
And paſſion is vaniſh'd away, | 
. 
This languiſhing head is at reſt, 
Its thinking and aching are o'er, 
This quiet immoveable breaſt 
Is heav'd by affliction no more; 
This heart is no longer the feat 
Of trouble and torturing pain : 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 


It never ſhall flatter again. 
V 


The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, | 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, | 
Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 

Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep : 
The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 

Theſe hollows from water are free; 
The tears are all wip'd from theſe eyes, 


And evil they never ſhall ſce, 
VI. 


To mourn and to ſuffer is mine, 
While bound in a priſon I breathe, 
And Rill for deliverance pine, 
And preſs to the iflues of death, 
What 


( 96 ) 


What now with my tears I bedew, 
O might I this moment become, 
My ſpirit created anew, 
My fleſh be conſign'd to the tomb. 


H Y M N XCI. 


ANOTHER. 


| I. 
OSANNA to Jesus on high! 
Another is enter'd his reſt, 

Another is 'ſcap'd to the ſky, 

And lodg'd in Immanver's breaſt ; 
The ſoul of our brother is gone 

To heighten the triumph above, 
Exalted to Jxsus's throne, 

Exalted by Jxsus's love! 

II. 

How happy the angels that fall 

Tranſported at Jxsus's name, 
The ſaints whom he ſooneſt ſhall call 

To ſhare in the feaſt of the Laws! 
No longer impriſon'd in clay, 

Who next from his dungeon ſhall fly? 
Who firſt ſhall be ſummon'd away? 

My merctul Gop Is it 1? 

III. 

O Jesus! if this be thy will, 

That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, Thy 
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Thy counſel of mercy reveal, 
And whifper the call to my heart: 
O give me a ſignal to know, 
If ſoon thou wouldſt have me remove, 
And leave the dull body below, 
And fly to the regions of love. 


HYMN XCIL 
8 Another. 


5 
ND let this feeble body fail, 
And let it faint or die, 
My ſoul ſhall quit the mournful vale, 
And ſoar to worlds on high: 
Shall join the diſembodied ſaints, 
And find its long-ſought reſt, 
That only bliſs for which it pants. 
In the Reveemes's breaſt. . 
II. 
In hope of that immortal crown, 
I now the croſs ſuſtain, _ 
And gladly wander up and down, 
And ſmile at toil and pain: 
I fuffer on my threeſcore years 
Till my Deliv'rer come, 
And wipe away his ſervant's tears 
And take his exile home, 
EINE © 


— ————— 
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1 
O what hath Jxsus bought for me, 
Before my raviſh'd eyes, 
Rivers of life divine I ſee, 
And trees of Paradiſe ! 
I ſee a world of ſpirits bright, 
Who taſte the pleaſures there, 
Fhey all are rob'd in ſpotleſs white, 
And conqu'ring palms they bear. 
IV. - 
O what are all my ſuff' rings here, 
If, Lorp, thou count me meet, 
With that enraptur'd hoſt t' appear, 
And worſhip at thy feet ! 
Give joy or grief, give eaſe or pain, 
Take life and friends away! 
But let me find them all again, 
In that eternal day ! 


HYMN XCI.. 


For one under Temptation. 
| e 
ESL, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to thy boſom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempeſt ſtill is high! 
Hide me, O my Saviour hide, 
Till the ſtorm of life is paſt : 
Safe into the haven guide, 


O receive my ſoul at laſt. Other 
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II. 
Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs foul on thee, 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me ! 
All my truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 
All mine help from thee 1 bring, 
Cover my defenceleſs head | 
With the ſhadow of thy wing, 
III. 
Thou, O Curisrt, art all I want, 
More than all in thee I find: 
Raiſe the fallen, chear the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind: 
Juſt and holy is thy name, 
I am all unrighteouſneſs ! 
Vile and full of fin I am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 
IV, 
Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my fin: 
Let the healing ſtreams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee, 


Spring thou up within mine heart, 
Riſe to all eternity ! 


N 2 
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HYMN XCIV. 
The LAMB exalted. Heb. xii. 2s 
| * 
| OW glorious the Lawns 
Is ſeen on his throne ! 
His labors are o'er, 

His conqueſts put on: 
A kingdom is given 
Into the Lams's hand, 
In earth and in heaven, 


For ever to ſtand. 
| II. 
Ye ſinners below 


Then truſt in the Loxy, 
Look up to his arm, 

His honor, his word : 
Athirſt for his favor, 

His Godhead adore, 
Look up to your Saviour, 

And joy evermore ! 


HYMN Xcv. 
. Redeeming Love, 


* 


L | 

| NY begin the heav'nly theme, 

Sing aloud in Jxsv's name, 

Ye, who Jesv's kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in Redeeming Love, 


Ye 
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IT. 
Ve, who ſee the FarnEg's grace 
Beaming in the Saviovur's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs Redeeming Love. 
III. 
Mourning ſouls dry up your tears, 
Baniſh all your guilty fears, 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by Redeeming Love. 
IV. 
Ye, alas ! who long have been, 
Willing flaves of death and fin, 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop—and taſte Redeeming Love. 
V, 
Welcome, all by {in oppreſt, 
Welcome, to his ſacred reſt, 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but Redeeming Love. 
VI. 
He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow'rs, 
His tremendous foes. and ours: 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in Redeeming Love, 
VII. 
Hither then your muſic bring.. . 
Strike aloud each joyful ſtring, 
Mortals join the hoſts above, 
Join to praiſe Redeeming Love. 
HYMN 
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HYMN XCVI. 
A ſuffering Messiah the Stumbling-block of the 
Jews, Iſaiah liii, 
I. 
HO hath our report believed ! 
Shiloh come is not received, 
Not received by his own : 
Promis'd Branch from root of Jeſſe, 
David's offspring ſent to bleſs you, 
Comes too meekly to be known, 
II. 
Tell me, O thou favor'd nation, 
What is thy fond expectation? 

Some fair, ſpreading lofty tree? 
Let not worldly pride confound thee, 
'Mong the lowly plants around thee, 

Mark the Loweſt—that is He, 

III. 
Like a tender plant that's growing 
Where no waters, friendly flowing, 

No kind rains refreſh the ground : 
Drooping, dying, we ſhall view him, 
See no charms to draw us to him, 

And no * will be found. 


Lo! Mxss ian 3 

Man of griefs, deſpis'd, rejected! 
Wounds his form disfiguring ; 

Marr'd his viſage more than any, 

For he bears the ſins of many, 
All our ſorrows carrying. No 


( 103 ) 


V. 
No deceit his mouth had ſpoken, 
Blameleſs he no law had broken, 
Yet was number'd with the worſt : 
For, becauſe the Lozp would grieve him, 
We, who ſaw it, did believe him, 
For his own offences curſt. 
VI. 
But while him our thoughts accuſed, 
Hie for us alone was bruiſed, 

Stricken, ſmitten for our guilt; 
With his ſtripes, our wounds are cured, 
By his pains, our peace aſſured, 

Purchas'd with the blood he ſpilt. 

VII. 
Love amazing! ſo to mind us! 
Cnatsr our SHEPHERD came to find us, 
Helpleſs ſheep all gone aſtray; 
Loſt, undone by our tranſgreſſions! 
Worſe than ſtript of all poſſeſſions, 
Debtors without hope to. pay! 
VIII. 
Foes in practice, ſlaves in ſpirit 
He redeem'd us by his merit 

To a glorious liberty: 

Dearly firſt his goodneſs bought us, 
Truth and ak, then ſweetly taught us, 
Truth and dove have made us free. 

Bleſſed 
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IX. 

Bleſſed be the pow'r that gave us, 
Freely gave his Sox- to ſave us, 

Bleſs'd the Son who freely came: 
Honor, bleſſing, adoration, 
Ever, from the whole creation, 

Be to Gop and to the Laus. 


H Y M N XCVIL 
Glorying in the Croſs, Gal. vi. 14. 
I 


\ \ V HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 


My richeſt gain I count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


4 II. 
Forbid it, Loxp, that I ſhould boaſt, 


Save in the croſs of CyrisT, my Gor: 
All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I'd facrifice them for his blood. 


H YM N XCVIII. 
Thy Word is Truth. John xvii. 17. 
5 I. 
Y hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
And ſhield, art thou, O Loxp; 
I'firmly anchor all my hopes 
On thine unerring word, 


Engrav d 


f 


7 
* 
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II, 

Engrav'd, as in eternal braſs, 

Ihe mighty promiſe ſhines, 


Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze, 


Thoſe everlaſting lines. 
III. 
The ſacred word of grace is ſtrong 
As that which built the ſkies. 
The voice which rolls the ſtars along, 
Spake all the promiſes. 
IV. 
My hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
And ſhield art thou, O Losp ; 


I firmly@nchor all my hopes 
On thine unerring word. 


H IT MN NK. 
The Chriſtian's Triumph in the Righteouſneſs of 
the Logp Jxsus CHRIST, 
I. 

ESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs, 
My beauty are, my glorious drels ; 
Midſt flaming worlds in theſe array'd, 

With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 
II. 


When from the duſt of death I riſe 


To claim my manſion in the ſkies, 

Een then, ſhall this be all mv plea, 

« Jesvs hath liv'd, hath dy'd for me.“ 
| 0 


Bold 
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III. 1 
Bold ſhall I ſtand at that great day, 
For who aught to my charge ſhall lay? C 


Fully thro' Thee abſolv'd I am 
From fin and fear, from guil: and ſhame. 


IV. J 
Thus Abraum, the friend of Gop, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood, \ 


Saviour of ſinners, Thee proclaim : 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 
V. 
This ſpotleſs Robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature finks in years ; 
No age can change it's glorious hue, 
The grace of CnRIST is ever new. 
VI. 
O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice, 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs. 
Jzsvs, the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 


HYMN C. 
The glorious Proſpedt. 
- I. 
N this world of fin and ſorrow, 
Compals'd round with many a care, 
From eternity we borrow 
Hope, that can exclude deſpair : 


Thee, 
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Thee, triumphant Gop and Saviour; 
In the glaſs of faith we ſee ; 
O aſſiſt each faint endeavor ! 
Raiſe our earth-born ſouls to thee, 
II. 
Place that awful ſcene before us 
Of the laſt tremendous day, 
When to life thou ſhalt reſtore us. 
Ling'ring ages, haſte away! 
Then this vile and ſinful nature 
Incorruption ſhall put on: 
Life-renewing, glorious Savioux! 
Let thy gracious will be done. 


HYMN Cl. 
The Believer's Privilege. 
I. 


Lorp how great's the favor! 
That we ſuch ſinners poor. 
Can thro' thy blood's ſweet ſavor 
Approach thy mercy's door ! 
And find an open paſlage 
Unto the throne of grace, 
There wait the welcome meſſage 
That bids us go in peace ! 
II, 
Log, we are helpleſs creatures, 
Full of the deepeſt need, 
Throughout defil'd by nature, 
Stupid, and inly dead ; Ou: 
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Our ſtrength is perſect weakneſs, 


And all we have is ſin; 
Our hearts ape all uncleanneſs, 
A den of:thieves within. 
III. 
In this forlorn condition, 
Who ſhall afford us aid? 


Where ſhall I find compaſſion, 


But in the church's Head? 
Jzsvs, thou art all pity, 
O take us in thine arms, 
And exerciſe thy mercy, 
To ſave us from all harms, 
| IV. 
We'll never ceaſe repeating 
Our numberleſs complaints, 
But ever be intreating 
The glorious KING of ſaints ; 
Till we attain the image 
Of him we inly love, 
And pay our grateful homage, 
With all the faints above. 
Y; 
Then we, with all in glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing pleaſing ſtory, 
Of Jesv's love ſo great: 


4 
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In this bleſt contemplation 
We ſhall for ever dwell, 
And prove ſuch conſolation, 
As none below can tell. 


H Y M N CI. 


Having loved his own, which were in the World, 
he loved them unto the end. John xiii. 1. 


| I. 
HIS Gov is the Gop we adore, 


Our faithful unchangeable friend ; 

Whoſe love is as great as his pow'r, 

And neither knows meaſure nor end, 

II. 
Tis Jesvs the Firſt and the Laſt, 
Whoſe Speir ſhall guide us ſafe home: 

We'll praiſe him for all that is paſt, 

And truſt him for all that's to come. 


H Y M N CllII. 
The Believers earneſt Expectation and Hape. 
Phil, 5 20. 
E is a Gop of ſov'reign love, 
Who promis'd heav'n to me, 
And taught my mind to ſoar above 
Where happy ſpirits be. 
| Prepare 
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IL. 

Prepare me, Losp, for thy © nd, 

Then come the joyful day! 
Come death, and ſome celeſtial band, 4 
To bear my ſoul away. 5 
| - JIL 
Then, my beloved, take my ſoul 1 
Up to thy bleſt abode, | 
That, face to face, J may behold, y 
My Saviour and my Gop. "Þ 


H Y M N CIV. 


The Loxp hath laid on him the Iniquity of us all. 
Iſaiah viii. 6. 
I. 
RISE my ſoul; with wonder ſee, 
A What love divine for thee hath done! 
Behold thy ſorrow, ſin, and grief, 
Are laid on Gop's eternal Son. 
IT. 
See! from his head, his hands, his feet, 3 
Sorrow aud love flow mingling down, Y 
Did e'er ſuch love, or ſorrow meet, a 
Or thorns compoſe ſo bright a crown? 
III. 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too imall ; 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my ſoul, my life, and all. 
HYMN 


. 


1 
; The Majeſty and Condeſcenſion of God. 
Pſalm cxiii. 
I, 
E ſaints and ſervants of the Logp, 
The triumphs of his name record, 
His ſacred name for ever blels : 
Where'er the circling ſun diſplays 
His riſing beams or letting rays, 
Due praiſe to his great name addreſs : 
IT. 
Gop thro' the world extends his ſway, 
The regions of eternal day, 
But ſhadows of his glory are: 
With him, whoſe majeſty excels, 
Who made the heav'n in which he dwells, 


Let no created power compare. 
IIL. 


2 Tho' 'tis beneath his ſtate to view 
In higheſt heav'n what angels do, 
vet he to earth vouchſafes his care; 
He takes the needy from his cell, 
*Z Advancing him in courts to dwell, 
Companion of the greateſt there, 
IV. 
To FarTatr, Son, and Hol Ghost, 
The Gop whom heav'n's triumphant hoſt 
And ſuff'ring ſaints on earth adore, * 
4 
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Be glory as in ages paſt, 
As now it is, and ſo ſhall laſt 
When earth and heav'n ſhall be no more. 


H Y MN CVL 
Thanks for the Goſpel. 
I. 
Ixsv, our Lord, 
Thy name be ador'd, 
For all the rich bleſſings convey'd thro' thy 
word. 
II. 
In ſpirit we trace 
Thy wonders of grace; 
And chearfully join in a concert of praiſe, 
III. 
The Axtient of Days 
His glory diſplays, 
And ſhines on his choſen with cheriſhing rays, 
IV. 
The trumpet of Gop 
Is ſounding abroad 


The language of mercy, ſalvation thro*. 


blood, 
V. 
Thrice happy are they 
Who hear and obey; 
And ſhare in the — of this goſpel- day. 
The 
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1 
VI. 
The people who know, 
The Saviour, below, 
With burning affection to worſhip him glow, 
VII. | 
Their anguiſh and ſmart 
And ſorrows depart, 
Who find his ſalvation inſcrib'd on their heart. 


VIII. 
This bleſſing be mine 


Thro' favor divine: | 
But O my Redeemer, the glory be thine ! 
IX 


The work is of grace ; 
Thine, thine be the praiſe! 
And mine to adore thee and tell of thy ways. 


H Y M N CVE. 
Not aſhamed of the Goſpel. 2 Tim. 4. 12. 
I. 
| hay not aſham'd to own my Logy, 
Or to defend his caule, 
Maintain the honor of his word, 
The glory of his crols. 
II. | 
Jesus, my Gop! I know his name, 
His name is all my truſt; 
Nor will he put my foul to ſhame, 
Nor let my hope be loſt, 
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III. 
Firm as his throne his promiſe ſtands, 
And he can well ſecure 
What I've committed to his hands, 
Till the deciſive hour. 
IV. 
Then will he own my worthleſs name 
Before his Father's face, } 
And in the New Jeruſalem . : 
Appoint my ſoul a place. 
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HYMN CVIIL. 1 
Saints in the Hands of CukIisr. John x. 28, 29. 
| I. 1 
IRM as the earth thy goſpel ſtands, 1 
My Logp, my hope, my truſt: x 
If Jam found in Jesv's hands, 1 
My ſoul can ne'er be loſt. ] 
II. | 
His honor is engag'd to ſave ; 
The meaneſt of his ſheep ; s 
All that his heav'nly Father gave | 
His hands ſecurely keep. ; 
III. 4 

Nor death nor hell ſhall e'er remove 1 
His fav'rites from his breaſt ; , 
In the dear bolom of his love 1 
They muſt for ever reſt. 2 
HYMN 3 


(- 18x 3 
HYMN CIX. 


Children devoted to Gon. Geneſis xvii. 7, 10. 
Acts xvi. 14, 15, 33. 


For thoſe who practiſe Infant Baptiſm.) 
I. 
HUS faith the mercy of the Loxp, 
Fil be a God to thee; 


I I bleſs thy num'rous race, and they 


Shall be a ſeed for me. 
II. 


* Abral'm believ'd the promis'd grace, 


And gave his ſons to Gop; 


A But water ſeals the bleſſings now, 


That once were ſeal'd with blood. 
III. 


Thus Lydia ſanctify'd her houſe, 


When ſhe receiv'd the word; 


Thus the believing Jailor gave 


His houſhold to the Loxp. 


IV. 
| Thus later ſaints, Eternal King, 


Thine antient truth embrace; 


To thee their infant-offspring bring, 


4 And humbly claim the grace. 
IN 8 P 2 HYMN 
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H Y M N (CX. 


An Evening Song. 


I, 
READ Sov'reign, let my evening ſong, 
Like holy incenſe rite; 
Aſſiſt the off rings of my tongue 
To reach the lofty ſkies. 
IL. 
Through all the dangers of the day, 
Thy hand was ſtill my guard, 
And ſtill to drive my wants away, 
Thy mercy ſtood prepar'd. 
III.. 
Perpetual bleſſings from above 
Encompaſs me around, 
But O how few returns of love, 
Hath my CREATOR found! 
| IV. 
What have I done for him who dy'd, 
To ſave my wretched ſoul? 
How are my follies multiply'd, 
Faſt as my minutes roll ! 


V. 

Loy, with this guilty heart of mine, 
To thy dear croſs I flee, 

And to thy grace my ſoul reſign, 


To be renew'd by thee, Sprin- - 


1 
VI. 
Sprinkled afreſh with pard'ning blood, 
I lay me down to reſt, 
As in th' embraces of my Gop, 
Or on my SaviouR's breaſt. 


HYMN CXL 
Godly Sorrow, ariſing from the Sufferings of 


Cnr1sT. 
1 


LAS! and did my Saviovs bleed! 
And did my Sov'reign die! 
Would he devote that ſacred head, 
For ſuch a worm as 1? 
II. 
Was it for crimes that I had done, 
He groan'd upon the tree? 
Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! 
And love beyond degree! 
III. 
Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories in, 
When Gop the mighty Maker dy'd, 
For man the creature's fin. 


IC, 


IV. 
Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While his dear croſs appears, - 
Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears, But 
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V. 
But drops of grief can ne'er repay, 
The debt of love I owe; 


Here Loxo, I give myſelf away, 
'Tis all that I can do. 


HYMN CXIL 


The Faithfulneſs of Gop in the Promiſes. 
| | I. 
EIN my tongue, ſome heav'nly theme, 
And ſpeak ſome boundleſs thing, 
The mighty works, or mightier name, 
Of our Eternal King. 
II. 
Tell of his wond'rous faithfulneſs, 
And ſound his pow'r abroad, 
Sing the ſweet promiſe of his grace, 
And the performing Gor, 
III, 
| Proclaim Salvation from the Lozp, 
For wretched dying men,” 
His hand hath writ the ſacred word, 
With an immortal pen, 
IV. 
His very word of grace is ſtrong, 
As that which built the ſkies; 
The voice that rolls the ſtars along, ' 
Spake all the promiſes, He 
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And heav'n was ſtretch'd abroad; 
«+ Abral'm, I'll be thy Gop,“ he ſaid, 
And he was Abral'm's Gop. 
VI. 
Oh, might I hear thine heavnly tongue 
But whiſper, T hou art mine! 
* Thoſe gentle words ſhould raiſe my ſong, 
To notes almoſt divine. 
VII. 
How would my leaping heart rejoice, 
And think my heav'n ſecure ! 
I truſt the all-creating voice, 
And faith deſires no more. 


HY M N CXIII. 
Gop's Preſence is Light in Darineſs- 


I. 
Y Gop! the ſpring of all my joys, 
The life of my delights, 


The glory of my brighteſt days, 


And comfort of my nights ! 
II. 


In darkeſt ſhades if he appear, 


My dawning is begun ! 
He is my ſoul's bright Morning-Star, 
And he, my Riſing Sun. The 


3” - By. 
III. 
The op'ning heav'ns around me ſhine, 1 
With beams of ſacred bliſs, 
While Jzsvs ſhews his mercy mine, 
And whiſpers, I am his. 
IV. 


My ſoul would leave this heavy clay, 
At that tranſporting word, | f 
Run up with joy the ſhining way, > 


T' embrace my deareſt Logp. 
V. 
Fearleſs of hell and ghaſtly death, 
I'd break thro' ev'ry foe ; 
The wings of love, and arms of faith, 
Should bear me conqu'ror thro'. 


H Y M N CXIV. 


1 The Chriſtian Marſare. 
I. | 
TAND up my ſoul, ſhake off thy fears, + 
And gird the goſpel-armour on; 
Wl | March to the gates of endleſs joy, 
Wl | Where thy victorious Captain's gone. 
1 II. 
Will Hell and thy ſins refiſt thy courſe, 
Wil But hell and fin are vanquiſh'd foes ; 
100 Thy Jesvs nail'd 'em to the croſs, 
Wl | And ſung the triumph when he roſe. 3 
I Then 


IS, 


E& © VS, 
III. 


Then let my ſoul march boldly on, 


Preſs forward to the heavnly gate, 


There peace and joy eternal reign, 


And glitt'ring robes for conqu'rors wait. 
IV. 


There may I wear a ſtarry crown, 
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And triumph in Almighty grace, 


While all the armies of the ſkies, 


Join in my glorious Leader's praiſe! 


HYMN CXV. 
CrnrisT's, Death, Victory, and Dominion. 
Sing my SavIouvR's wond'rous death, 
He conquer'd when he fell; 


Tis fniſt'd, ſaid his dying breath, 


And ſhook the gates of hell. 
__ 


Tis finiſt'd, our EMMANUEL cries, 


The dreadful work is done; 
Hence ſhall his ſov'reign throne ariſe, 
His kingdom is begun. 
| III. | 
His croſs a ſure foundation laid 
For glory and renown, 
When through the regions of the dead 


He paſs'd to reach the crown. 
| Q Exalted 
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IV. 
Exalted at his Father's ſide 
Sits our victorious Log ; 
To heav'n and hell his hands divide,: 
Ihe vengeance or reward. 
V. 
The ſaints from his propitious eye, 
Await their ſeveral crowns, 


And all the ſons of darkneſs fly, 
The terror of his frowns. 


HYMN CXVI. 


le Example of Cnxisr. 


I. 
Y dear RepeemER, and my Loxp! 
I read my duty in thy word: 
But in thy life, the law appears, 
Drawn out in living characters. 
II. | 
Be thou my pattern; make me bear 
More of thy gracious image here ; 
Then Go, the Judge, ſhall own my name, 
Among the foll'wers of the Laws. 
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H Y M N CXVIL 


CIRCUMCISION and BAPTISM, 


| only for thoſe who practiſe the Baptiſm 
of . 
1. 
HUS did the ſons of Abral'm paſs 
Under the bloody ſeal of grace; 
The young diſciples bore the yoke, 
Till Cusisr the painful bondage broke, 
II. 
By milder ways doth Jzsvs prove, 
His FarHER's cov'nant and his love; 
> He ſeals to ſaints his glorious grace, 
And not forbids their infant-race. 
7 III. 
Their ſeed is ſprinkled with his blood; 
Their children ſet apart for Gop; 
> His $e1zIT on their offspring ſhed, 
Like water pour'd upon the head, 
4 X IV. 
Let ev ry ſaint with chearful voice 
In this large covenant rejoice; 
ne, Loung children in their early FR 
Shall give the Gop of Abra'm praiſe. 
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 Extol'the Laws of Gop, 
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HY M N CXVIIL 
' The Goſpel Jubilee. 


LOW ye the 1 blow 
The gladly ſolemn ſound, 
Let all the nations know 
To earth's remoteſt bound, 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


II. 
The goſpel trumpet hear, 4 
The news of heavenly grace; 3 


Ye happy ſouls draw near, A 
Behold your SaviouR's face: 1 
The year of jubilee is come, 


Return to your eternal home. 
III. 


The all-atoning Laws ; 
Redemption in his blood, 

Throughout the world proclaim : 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return ye ranſom'd ſinners home! 


HYMN CXIX. 
Divine Unction. 
I. 
AKE my poor heart juſt as it is, 
Set up therein thy throne; 
So ſhall I love thee above all, 


And live to thee alone. Com- 


123) 

II. 
Complete thy work, and crown thy grace, 
That I may faithful prove, 
And liſten to that ſmall ill voice, 
Which only whiſpers love. 
1 III. 
Which teaches me what is thy will, 
And tells me what to do; 
Which covers me with ſhame, when J 
Do not thy will purſue, 

IV. 

This unction may I ever feel, 

This teaching from my Lozp ; 
And learn obedience to thy voice, 

Thy ſoft reviving word! 


HYMN CXX. 
Free Grace. 


I. 
RACE! ! how exceeding ſweet to thoſe: 
Who weary ſinners are: 

Sunk and diſtreſt, they taſte and know 
Their heaven is only there. 

Thus grace, free grace, moſt ſweetly calls, 
Directly come, who will, 

Juſt as you are; for Cur1sT receives 
Poor helpleſs finners ſtill,” 


We 


II. 8 

We thirſt, O Lozp ; give us, this day, 9 
Jo taſte more of this grace, 1 
More of that ſtream which from the rock 4 
Flow'd through the wilderneſs, 3 


*Tis grace alone that feeds our ſouls, 

Grace keeps us inly poor ; 4 
And, Oh! that nothing * but grace | 
May rule for evermore ! s 


HYMN CxXI. 


CuRr15T the Object of Praiſe and Homage, 
I, 
RETHREN, let us join to bleſs 
| Jesvs CHRIST, our Joy and peace, 
Let our praiſe to him be givn, 
High at God's right hand in heav n. 
II. 
Maſter ſee, to thee we bow, 

Thou art Lonxp, and only thou; 
Thou, the bleſſed virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and head. 

III. 
Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing, 
Thee we praiſe, our Prieſt, our King: 

Worthy is thy name of praiſe, 

Full of glory, full of grace! 


Thou 


4 (289 
5 IV. 
Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 
; Of ſalvation by thee wrought ; 
> Wrought—for all thy church, and we 
Worſhip in their company. 
3 We, thy little flock, adore 
Thee, the Lok, for evermore: 
Ever with us ſhew thy love, 
Till we join with thoſe above. 


HYMN CXXII. 


The Efficacy of the Blood of CHRIST. 
I. x 

S there a thing that moves and breaks 

A heart as hard as ſtone, 
Or warms a heart as cold as ice? 

Tis Jesv's blood alone; 
One drop of this can truly chear 
: And heal the wounded ſoul ; 
What multitudes of broken hearts 
This living ſtream makes whole ! 
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; II. 
Hark, O my ſoul! what ſing the choirs, 
Around the glorious throne! 
Hark! the ſlain LAus for evermore 
Sounds in the ſweeteſt tone: 


The 
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The elders there caſt down their crowr 
And all, both night and day, 

Sing praiſe to him, who ſhed his blood, 
And waſh'd their guilt away. 

III. 

And this while here, will we proclaim, 
Chearful in our degree, 

That thro' the ſacrificed Laws, 
Sinners may pardon'd be. 

Do thou, O Loxy, make ev'ry day, 
Thy grace to us more ſweet, 

Till borne from earth and fin away, 
We worſhip at thy feet! 


HY MN CXXIII. 
T he Goſpel of Peace. 


E that in his 3 are found, 
Liſt ning to the joyful ſound ; 
Loſt and helpleſs as ye are, 
Sons of ſorrow, in, and care: 
Glorify the KING of Kings, 
Take the peace 3 brings. 
7 | 
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Turn to CHRIST your longing eyes, 
View his bloody ſacrifice ; 

See in him your fins forgiv'n, 

Pardon, holineſs, and heavn! 

Glorify the Kix of Kings, 

Take the peace the goſpel brings. 
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H Y M N CXXIV. 


Come and welcome to JesUus CHRIST. 
I. 
OME, ye ſinners, poor and wretched, 
i Weak and wounded, ſick and ſore, 
Jesus ready ſtands to ſave you, 
Tull of pity join'd with pow'r. 
He is able, He is able, He is able; 
lie is willing: doubt no more. 
iN II. 
1 Ho ! ye needy ; come, Py welcome ; 
Gods free bounty glorify. 
True belief, and true repentance, 
Ev'ry grace that brings us nigh, 
Without money, without money, without 
b money, 
Come to zsvs CurisT, and buy. 
3 III. 
1 Let not conſcience make you linger; 
Nor of fitneſs fondly dream; 
All the fitneſs he requireth 
. Is to feel your need of him: 
This he gives you, this he gives you, this he 
1 gives you; 
Tis the Spixrr's riſing beam. 


R Come 
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IV. 7 

Come ye weary, heavy laden, 4 
Bruis'd and mangled by the fall; 1 
If you tarry till you're better, . 
Lou will never come at all. 15 


Not the righteous, not the righteous, not 
the righteous; 
Sinners JIꝝsus came to call, 


; V. 
Agonizing in the garden, 
Lo ! your Maker proſtrate lies ; | 
On the bloody tree behold him, tal 
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Hear him cry before he dies, "Þ 
It is finiſh'd ; It is fimaſhd ; It ts finiſtd! 1 
Sinners, will not this ſuffice ? 'Y 
| VI. 4 
Lo! th' incarnate Gop, aſcended, 7 
Pleads the merit of his blood! 7 
Venture on him, venture wholly ; y 
Let no other truſt intrude. A 
None but Jxsus, none but-Jesvs, none but 
Jesvs, | 

Can do helpleſs ſinners good. 


VII. 
Saints and angels join'd in concert, 


Sing the praiſes of the Laws; 
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( 13x ) 
While the bliſsful ſeats of heaven 
Sweetly echo with his name. 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Sinners here may ling the ſame. 


H Y M N CXXV. 


Thy Kingdom come. 
I. 
IFT your heads, ye friends of Jesus, 
Partners in his patience here, 

Cusisr to all believers precious, 

Loxp of Lords ſhall ſoon appear: 

Mark the tokens 
Of his heav'nly kingdom near! 
II. 

Hear all nature's groans proclaiming, 

Nature's ſwift-approaching doom! 
War and peſtilence and famine 

Signify the wrath to come. 

Cleaves the centre ; 
Nations ruſh into the tomb. 
IIL. 

Cloſe behind the tribulation 

Of theſe laſt tremendous days, 
See the flaming revelation, - 

See the univerſal blaze ! 

Earth and heaven 
Melt before the Judge's face! Sun 
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IV. 
Sun and moon are both confounded, 
Darken'd into endleſs night, 
When with angel-hoſts ſurrounded, 
In his FaTreR's glory bright 
Beams the Saviour, 
Shines the everlaſting light. 
1 = 
See the ſtars from heaven falling ; 
Hark on earth the doleful cry ; 
Men on rocks and mountains calling, 
(While the frowning Judge draws nigh) 
«© Hide us, Hide us, 
„Rocks and mountains, from His eye!“ 
VI- 
With what diff' rent exclamation 
Shall the ſaints his banner ſee! 
By the mon'ments of his paſſion 
By the marks receiv'd for me: 
All diſcern him, 
All with ſhouts cry out, “ "Tis He 2 


VII. A 

Lo! 'tis He! our heart's deſire 1 
Come for his eſpous'd below, 3 
Come to join us with his quire, 3 
Come to make our joys o'erflow : 3 
Palms of vi&'ry, 3 
Crowns of glory to beſtow, Y 

| | Yes, 
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VIII. 
Ves, the prize ſhall now be given, 
We his open face ſhall ſee; 
Love, the earneſt of our heaven, 
Love our full reward ſhall be; 
Love ſhall crown us 
Kings thro' all eternity! 


HYMN CXXVL 
Perſeverance. 
I. 
HE finner that, by precious faith, 
Hath felt his ſins forgiv'n, 


Is from that moment paſs'd trom death, 
And feal'd an heir of heav'n. 
| II. 
Tho' thouſand ſnares encloſe his feet, 
Not one ſhall hold him faſt ; 
Whatever dangers he may meet, 
He ſhall get ſafe at laſt. 
III. 
Not as the world the Saviour gives, 
He is-no fickle friend : 


Whom once he loves, he never leaves; 


But loves him to the end. 
IV. 
'The man that would this truth withſtand, 
Would pull Govy's temple down, 
Wreſt Jzsv's ſceptre from his hand, 
And ſpoil him of his crown. Satan 
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V. 
Satan might then full vi&'ry boaſt ; 
The church might wholly fall : 
If one believer may be loſt, 
It follows, ſo may all. 


VI. 
But Cnr1sT in ev'ry age has prov'd 
His purchaſe firm and true. 
If this foundation be remov'd, 
What ſhall the righteous do? 
VII. 
Brethren, by. this your claim abide, 
This title to your bliſs: 5 
Whatever loſs you bear beſide, 1 
O! never give up this. 1 


H Y M N CXXVIL 


Dependence on CHRIST alone. N 

F ever it could come to pals, 1 
The ſheep of CHRIST might fall away; 4 

My fickle feeble ſoul, alas! $ 
Would fall a thouſand times a-day. 3 
Were not thy love as firm as free, & 
Thou ſoon would'ſt take it, Logp, from me. 


I on 
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II. 
I on thy promiſes depend, 
(At leaſt, I to depend deſire) 
That thou wilt love me to the end; 
Be with me in temptation's fire; 
Wilt for me work, and in me too; 
And guide me right, and bring me through. 
III. 
No other ſtay have I beſide; 
If theſe can alter, I muſt fall. 
I look to thee, to be ſupply'd 
With life, with will, with pow'r, with all. 
44 Rich ſouls may glory in their ſtore; 
But Jesus will relieve the poor. 


; H Y M N CXXVII. 


IVho can tell? Jonah iii. g. 


. | 

REAT Gon to thee Il make 

My wants and ſorrows known; 
And with an humble hope, 
Approach thine awful throne ; 
Tho' by my ſins deſerving hell, 

I'll not deſpair; for © Who can tell!“ 

Ta 
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II. 
To thee who by a word | 
My drooping ſoul canſt chear, 
And by thy Se1k&1T form, 
Thy glorious image there ; 
My toes ſubdue ; my fears diſpel : 


Til daily ſeck, for Who can tell?” 


III. 
In danger or diſtre's, _ 
To thee alone I'll fly, 
Implore thy pow'rful help, 
And at thy footſtool lie ; 

My caſe bemoan, my wants reveal, 
And patient wait, for Who can tell!“ 
LY. 

My heart miſgives me oft”, 
And conſcience ſtorms within ; 
One gracious look from thee 
Will make it all ſerene. 
Satan ſuggeſts that I ſhall dwell 
In endleſs pains; but Who can tell?“ 
V 


Curſt unbelief be gone; 


Ye doubts fly ſwift away; 
Gop hath an ear to hear, 

Whilſt I've a heart to pray; 
If he be mine, all will be well; 
For ever fo ; and Who can tell?“ 


MYMN. |? 
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HY M N I. 
The Church, a Garden. 


| I. 
7 ION's a garden wall'd around, 
"4 Choſen, and made peculiar ground; 


A little ſpot, inclos'd by grace, 
Out of the world's wide wilderneſs. 


II. 

| ALike ſpicy trees, believers ſtand, 

Planted by an Almighty hand ; 

| Fang all the ſprings in Zion flow, 

To make the rich plantation grow. 

III. 

Awake, O heavenly wind, and come, 

ö Blow on this garden of perfume ; 
Spikir Divine, deſcend and breathe 

A gracious gale on plants beneath. 


3 IV. 

F ake thou our ſpices flow abroad, 
A grateful incenſe to our Gop; 

1 et faith, and love, and joy appear, 
And every grace be active here. 


. 


8 
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H Y MN CX. 
The New er. 


WAY with our ſorrow and fear ! 
We ſoon ſhall recover our home : 
The city of ſaints ſhall appear, 
The day of eternity come: 
From earth we ſhall quickly remove, 
And mount to our native abode, 
The houſe of our FaTutr above, 
The palace of angels and Gon. 
II. 
Our mourning is all at an end, 

When rais'd by the life-giving word, 6 
We ſee the new city deſcend, * 
Adorn'd as a bride for her Loxn: 

The city ſo holy and clean 
No ſorrow can breathe in the air, 
No gloom of affliction or ſin, 
No ſhadow of evil is there. 
| . 
By faith we already behold 
That lovely Jeruſalem here ! 
Her walls are of jaſper and gold, 
As cryſtal her buildings are clear : 
Immovably founded in grace 
She ſtands, as ſhe ever hath ſtood, 
And brightly her builder diſplays, 
And flames with the glory of Gop. 
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IV. 
No need of the ſun in that day 
Which never is follow'd by night, 
Where Jzsus's beauties diſplay 
A pure and a permanent light ; 
The Laws is their light and their ſun, 
And lo! by reflection they ſhine, 
With J=svs, ineffably one, 
And bright in effulgence divine. 
* 
The ſaints in his preſence receive 
Their great and eternal reward, 
In Jzsus, in heaven, they live, 
They reign in the {mile of their Loep : 
The flame of angelical love | 
Is kindled at Jesvs's face, 
And all their enjoyment above 
Conſiſts in the rapturous gaze. 


H Y M N CXXXI. 
Fudgment D anticipated. 


ISE, ye ta ſinners, 
Fill'd with faith's aſſurance riſe, 
'Thro' the loſs of J=svs winners, 
Lords of all in earth and ſkies, 
Sing and triumph 
In his bleeding ſacrifice, To 
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II. 
To his meritorious paſſion 
All our happineſs we owe, 
Pardon, holineſs, ſalvation, 
Heav'n above, and heav'n below, 
Grace and glory 
From that open fountain flow. 
III. 
Bleſt in our returning Saviour, 
When he hath prepar'd our place, 
We ſhall reign with him for ever, 
Folded in his love's embrace : 
Come, REDEEMER, 
Shew us all thy heavenly face ! 
IV. 
Now reveal thy full ſalvation, 
Let thy brighteſt lightnings ſhine, 
In the thund'ring acclamation 
While both ſaints and angels joins; 
Sounds the trumpet, 
Flames unfurl the crimlon ſign ! 0 
V. 
With thine army of croſs-bearers 
Lo! we wait, we long to riſe, 
In thy royal triumph ſharers, 
In thy joy beyond the ſkies : 
Come the kingdom, 
SAVIOUR bring :h' immortal prize! 


Anſwer ' 
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VI. 

Anſwer thy own bride and Spixtr, 

Haſten, Loxp, the gen'ral doom, 
The new heav'n and earth t' inherit, 

Take thy pining exiles home ; 

All creation 
Travails, groans, and bids thee come! 


— 


— — — 


* * * 


Sacramental Hymns. 


HT M N --CXXXIL 


I. 
ESUS invites his ſaints, 
To meet around his board! 
Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold 
Communion with their Loxp, 7 
II. | | 
For food he gives his fleſh ; 
He bids us drink his blood : 
Amazing favor! matchleſs grace 
Of our redeeming Gop ! 
III. 
Let all our pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious name to raiſe; 
Pleaſure and love fill ev'ry mind, 


And ev'ry voice be praiſe, 
HYMN. 
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HFT NU. 


Cunisr our Paſſover is ſacrificed ſor us, 


1 Cor. v. 7. 


I. 
HOU very paſchal Laws, 
Whote blood for us was ſhed, 
Through whom we out of Egypt came, 
Thy ranſom'd people lead! 


II. 
Angel of goſpel grace, 
Fulfil thy character, 
To guard and feed thy choſen race, 
In Iſrael's camp appear! 


III. 
Throughout the deſart-way 
Conduct us by thy light! 


Be thou a cooling cloud by day, 


A chearing fire by night. 
IV. 
Our fainting ſouls ſuſtain 
With bleſlings from above, 
And ever on thy people rain 
The manna of thy love! 


: 1 
HYMN {| 
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H Y M N CXXXIV. 


I 


AMB of Gop, whoſe bleeding love 
We thus recall to mind, 
Send the anſwer from above, 
And let us mercy find ; 
Think on us, who think on thee, 
And ev'ry ſtruggling ſoul releale ; 
O remember Calvary, 


And bid us go in peace. 


IL. 
By thine agonizing pain, 
And bloody ſweat, we pray, 
By thy dying love to man, 
Take all our fins away: 
Burſt our bonds, and ſet us free, 
From all iniquity releaſe, 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace. 


III. 
Let thy blood, by faith apply d, 
The ſinner's pardon ſeal, 
Speak us freely juſtify'd, 
And all our ſickneſs heal. By 
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By thy paſſion on the tree, 
Let all our griefs and troubles ceale ; 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace! 


| IV. 
Never let us hence depart, 
"Till thou our wants relieve, 
Write forgiveneſs in our heart, 
And all thine image give: 
May our ſouls ſtill cry to thee 
Till perfected in holinels ; 
O remember Calvary. 
And bid us go in peace! 


% 


H YM N CXXXV. 


I. 
T*HANKFUL for our ev'ry bleſſing 
Let us ing, 
CHR1sT the ſpring, 
Never, never ceaſing. 


II. 


Source of all our gifts and graces, 
CHRIST we own; 
CHRIST alone, 
Calls for all our praiſes, 
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III. | 
He diſpels our fin and ſadneſs, 
Life imparts, 
Chears our hearts, 
Fills with food and gladneſs. 
| IV. 
He himſelf for us hath given; 
Us he feeds, 
Us he leads 
To a feaſt in heaven. 


H Y M N CXXXVL 


| I. 
N Jzsvs we live, in Jxsus we reſt, 

And thankful receive his dying requeſt, 
The cup of ſalvation his mercy beſtows ; 
And from his dear paſſion our happineſs flows. 

II. 
With myſtical wine he comforts us here, 
And Bad we join, 'till Jesus appear, 
With hearty thankſgiving his death to record: 
The living, the living ſhould ſing of the Loxp. 
III. 


He hallow'd the cup which now we receive, 
The pledge of our hope with Jesvs to live, 
T 
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{Where ſorrow and ſadneſs ſhall never be T 
found) b. 
With glory and gladneſs eternally crown'd. 
IV. { 
The fruit of the vine, (the j Joy it implies} | A 
Again we ſhall join to drink in the ſkies; | 
Exalt i in his favour, our triumph renew; 0 
1 


And I, ſaith the Saviour, will drink it with ; 
you. 7 


* 


A 
HY MN CXXXVII. 


On the Crucifixion. Matt. xxvii. 50—5 4, 


I. 
IS done! th' atoning work is done! 
Jzsvs the world's Repeemer dies! 
All nature feels th' important groan, 1 
| 


Loud echoing thro! the earth and ſkies : 
The earth doth to her centre quake, 7 
And heav'n as hell's deep gloom is black ! 


II. 


While Jzsvs meekly bows his head; 
The rocks reſent his mortal pain, 


The yawning graves give up their dead ; 
Th: 


C497 1 


The bodies of the ſaints ariſe, 
1 | Reviving as their Saviour dies. 


| III. 


And ſhall not we his death partake, 
| In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 
O Saviour let thy paſſion ſhake 
ith! f Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone! 
To ſecond life our ſouls reſtore, 
And wake us that we ſleep no more. 


be 


y 


H Y M N CXXXVIII. 


J. 

LL praiſe to the Lox, all praiſe is his 
due, 
Tode) is his word of promiſe found true; 
We, we are the nations preſented to Gop, 
Well pleaſing oblations thro' Ixsus's blood, 
IT. 

bor Gentiles from far to Jesvs we came, 
And offer'd we are to God thro! his name; 
To Gon thro' the SyptziT ourſelves may we 
12 give, 
While ſav'd by the merit of-Jzsvs we live! 
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HYMN CXXXIX. 
£5 I. 
UR Shepherd alone 
The Loxo let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the throne 
The Prince of our peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his blood; 
All hail, holy Jzs$vs, 
Our Loxp and our Gov ! 
II. 
We daily will ſing 
Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 
Of pity and grace ; 
Thy kindneſs for ever 
To men we will tell, 
And ſay, our dear Saviour 
Redeems us from hell. 
FC} | 
Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide: 
Nor ever remove, 

Nor cover, nor hide, 
Thy glorious ſalvation, 
"Till joyful we ſee 

The beautiful viſion 
Compleated in thee ! 
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GLORIA PAT RI, &c. 


Or Hymns of Praiſe to the ever bleſſed 
and glorious TRINITY. 


HFT MN CXIL. 


I. 
Fa THER Of heaven! be ever ador'd! 


Thy mercy we find in ſending our 
Losn, 
To ranſom and bleſs us; thy goodneſs we 
praile | 
For ſending in Jesvs falvation by grace. 
f II. 
O Sox of his love! who deignedſt to die, 
Our curle to remove, our pardon to buy; 


Accept our thankſgiving, Almighty to fave, 


Who openeſt heaven to all that believe. 


III. . 
O Sp1R1T of love, of health, and of pow'r! 
3 Thy working we prove; thy grace we adore, 
' *Z Whole inward revealing applies our Logp's 
| blood, 
Atteſting and ſealing us children of Gop. 


HYMN 
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HT MN CMI. 
RAISE Gor from whom all bleſſings 


flow, 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below; 
Praiie Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Fraiie FaTHER, SON, and HoLy GnosrT. 


HY MN XLII. 


O FarRHER, Sox, and Hory Gnosr, 
The Gor whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And ſhall be evermore. 


H Y M N CXILIII. 


Ark, Son, and Holy GnosT, 
One Goo, whom we adore : 

Join we with the heav'nly hoſt, 

To praiſe Thee evermore : 
Live by heav'n and earth ador'd, 

THREE in ONE, and ON in Tngbr, 
Holy, holy, holy Lonp, 

All glory be to Thee. 


HYMN. 
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HT MN EXLIVV. 
J. 
N LEST be the FaTitr and his love, 
To whole celeſtial ſource we owe, 
Rivers of endleſs joys above, 
And rills of comfort here below! 
II. 
Clory to thee, great Son of Gop! 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls, 
III. 
We give the ſacred Spirit praiſe, 
Who, in our hearts of fin and woe, 
Makes living ſprings of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 
IV. | 
Thus Gop the FaTHer, Gop the Son, 
And Gon the Se1r1iT we adore, 
That ſea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom Or a ſhore. 


HF MN:CXEY. 
I. 
OME thou Almighty KIxd, 
Help us thy name to ſing, 
Help us to pralle ! 
FATHER 


( 152 ) 
FATHER all-glorious, 
O'er all vieorious, 
Come, and reign over us 
Antient of Days! 
II. 
Jxsus our Lokn ariſe, 
Scatter our enemies, 
And make them fall! 
Let thine almighty aid 
Our ſure defence be made 
Our ſouls on thee be ſtay d— 
LoxrpD, hear our call! 
III. 
Come thou incarnate Mord, 
Gird on thy mighty ſword 
Our pray'r attend! 

Come! and thy people bleſs, 
And give thy word ſucceſs, 
 SeIRIT of holineſs 

On us deſcend ! 
| „ 
Come holy ComrorTER, 
Thy facred witneſs bear, 
In this glad hour! 
Thou who Almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er from us depart 
Se1kIT of Pow'r! 


( 153 ) 
V. 

To the great One—in—Thres 
Eternal praiſes be, 

Hence—evermore ! 
His ſov'reign majeſty 
May we in glory ſee, 
And to eternity | 

Love and adore ! 
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HY MN CXLVI. 


ING we to our Cod above, 

Praiſe, eternal as his love: 
Praiſe him, all ye heav'nly hoſt, 
Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt. 


H-Y-M-N CXLVII. 


IVE to the Father praiſe, 

Give glory to the Son, 

And to the Spirit of his grace 
Be equal honor done. 
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End of the Firſt Part. 
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HY M N CXLVII. 


Walking with Gop. Gen. v, 24. 


I. 
Y faith in Chriſt I walk with God, 
With heav'n, my journey's end, in view z 
Supported by his ſtaff and rod, 
My road 1 is ſafe and pleaſant too. 
II. 
Tho? ſnares and dangers throng my path, 
And earth and hell my courſe withſtand ; 
I triumph over all by faith, 
Guarded by his Almighty hand. 
III. 


The wilderneſs affords no food, 

But God for my ſupport prepares; 
Provides me ev'ry needful good, 

And trees my ſoul from wants and cares. 


U 2 | With 


a IV. | 
With him ſweet converſe I maintain, 


Great as he is I dare be free; 
I tell him all my grief and pain, 
And he reveals his love to me. 
80 v. 
Some cordial from his word he brings, 
Whene'er my feeble ſpirit faints; 
At once my ſoul revives and ſings, 
And yields no more to ſad complaints. 
VI. 
I pity all that. worldlings talk 
Of pleaſures that will quickly end ; 
Be this my choice, O Lord, to walk 
With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 


H Y MN CXLIX. 
My Name is F A COB. Gen. xxxii. 27. 
| I, 
AY, I cannot let thee go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beltow ; 
Do not turn away thy face, 
Mine's an urgent preſling caſe. 
11. 
Doſt thou aſk me who I am? 
Ah, my Lord, thou know'ſt my name 
Vet the queſtion gives a plea, 
To ſupport my ſuit with these. 


: 


Thou 
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IIT. 
Thou didſt once a wretch behold, 
In rebellion blindly bold, 
Scorn thy grace, thy pow'r defy ——- 
That poor rebel, Lord, was. I. 
IV. 
Once a ſinner near deſpair, 
Sought thy mercy-ſeat by pray'r ; 
Mercy heard and ſet him free, 
Lord, that mercy came to me. 
Tg A. 
$ Many years have paſs'd ſince then, 
Many changes I have ſeen ; 
Yet have been upheld *till now, 
Who. could hold me up but thou ? 
VL 
Thou haſt help'd in every need, 
T'his emboldens me to plead ; 
After ſo much mercy paſt, 
Canſt thou let me ſink ar laſt ? 
Vil. 
No- muſt maintain my hold, 
"Tis thy goodneſs makes me bold; 
I can no denial take, 


When | plead for /s fake. 
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H YM N CL. 


Foſeph made known to his Bretht an. 
Gen. xlv. 3, 4. 


I. 

HEN Joſeph his brethren beheld, 8 
W Afflicted and trembling with fear; : 
His heart with compaſſion was fill'd, 

From weeping he could not forbear. 
A while his behavior was rough, 
To bring their paſt fin to their mind; 
But when they were humbled enough, 
He haſted to ſhew himſelf kind. 
II.. 
How little they thought it was he, 
Whom they had ill treated and ſold ! 
How great their confuſion muſt be, 
As ſoon as his name he had told! | 
4% J am Joſeph, your brother, he ſaid, 1 
And flill to my heart you are dear, | ; 
You ſold me, and thought I was dead, 
But Gcd, for your ſakes, ſent me here.“ 
III. 
Tho' greatly diſtreſſed before, 
When charg'd with purlo:ning the cup; 
hey now were confounded much more, 
Not one of them durſt to look up. 
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« Can Joſeph, whom we would have ſlain, 


Forgive us the evil we did? 
And will he our houſholds maintain? 
O this is 4 brother indeed! 


IV. 
Thus dragg'd by my conſcience, I came, 
And, laden with guilt, to the Lord; 
Surrounded with terror and ſhame, 
Unable to utter a .word. 
At firſt he look'd ſtern and ſevere, 
What anguiſh then pierced my heart ! 
Expecting each moment to hear 
The ſentence, ** Thou curſed, depart !” 
V. 
But Oh! what ſurprize when he ſpoke, 
While tenderneſs beam 4 in his face! 
My heart then to pieces was broke, 
O'erwhelm'd and confounded by grace: 
& Poor ſinner, I - know thee full well, 
By thee I was ſold and was ſlain; 


* 


But I dy'd to redeem thee from hell, 


And raiſe thee in glory to reign.” 


VI. 


T am Jeſus, whom thou haſt blaſphem'd, 
And crucify'd often atreſh ; 


But let me henceforth be eſteem'd, 
Thy brother, thy bone, and thy fleſh : 


My 


| 


1 
| 

i 
; 
i : 
J ; 
1 : 
i 
| | 
' 

i 
| 


( 60 


My pardon I freely beſtow, 
Thy wants I will fully ſupply; 
I'll guide thee and guard thee below, 
And ſoon will remove thee on high. 
VII. 
Go, publiſh to ſinners around, 
That they may be willing to come, 
The mercy which now you have found, 
And tell them that yet there is room.“ 
Oh, ſinners the meſſage obey ! 
No more vain excuſes pretend ; 
But come, without farther delay, 


To Fe/us our brother and friend. 


HY M N CLI. 
Afe what I ſhall give thee. 1 Kings, lu. 5g. 
I. 
OME, my ſoul, thy ſuit prepare, 
Zeſus loves to anſwer pray'r ; 
He himſelf has bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not ſay thee nay. 
IT. 
Thou art coming to a King, 
Large petitions with thee bring; 
For his grace and pow'r are ſuch, 


None can ever aſk too much. 


With 


* 
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III. 
With my burden I begin, 
Lord, remove this load of ſin ! 
Let thy blood, for ſinners ſpilt, 
Set my conſcience free from guilt, 
IV. 
Lord! I come to thee for reſt, 
Take poſſeſſion -of my breaſt ; 
There thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign. 
V. 
While T am a pilgrim here, 
Let thy love my ſpirit cheer ; 
As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey's end. | 
FE 
Shew me what I have to do, 
Ev'ry hour my ſtrength renew; 
Let me live a life of faith, 
Let me die thy people's death, 


HYMN CLI 
ANOTHER. 
J. ? 
Ehold the throne of grace ! 
The promiſe calls me near; 
ere 7e/us ſhews a ſmiling face, 
And waits to anſwer pray'r. 


X That 


1 


II. 
That rich atoning blood, 
Which ſprinkled round I ſee, 
Provides for thoſe who come to Ga, 
An all-prevailing plea. 


III. 
My ſoul, aſx what thou wilt, 
Thou canſt not be too bold; 
Since his own blood for thee he ſpilt, 
What elſe can he withold. 


IV. 
Beyond thy utmoſt wants, 
His love and pow'r can bleſs 
To praying ſouls he always grants, 
More than they can expreſs. 


V. 
Thine image, Lord, beſtow, 
Thy preſence and thy love; 
J aſk to ſerve thee here below, 
And reign with thee above, 


VL 
Teach me to live by faith, 
Conform my will to thine ; 
Let me victorious be in death, 


And then in glory ſhine, 
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If chou theſe bleſſings give, 
And vilt my portion be; 

Chearful the world's poor toys 1 leave, 
To them who know not thee. 


RM MN: CEAL 


Faith's Review and Expectation. 
1 Chron. xvii 16, 17. 
I. 
Mazing grace! (how ſweet the ſound) 
That fav'd a wretch like me! 
L once was loſt, but now am found; 
Was blind, but now I ſee. 
IT. 
*T'was grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fears reliev'd ; 
How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I firſt believ'd ! 
| IIL. 
Thro' many dangers, toils and ſnares, 
I have already come; 
»Tis grace has brought me ſafe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 
IV. 
The Lord has promis'd good to me, 
His word my hope ſecures ; 
He will my ſhield and portion be, 
As long as life endures. 


Yes, 
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V. 
Yes, when this fleſh and heart ſhall fail, 
And mortal life ſhall ceaſe ; 
I ſhall poſſeſs, within the veil, 
A. life of joy and peace, 
VI. 
The earth ſhall. ſoon diſſolve like ſnow, 
The ſun forbear to ſhine; 
But God, who call'd me here below, 
Will be for ever mine. 


H Y MN CLIV. 
| c 
None upon Earth I defire beſides thee. 
Pal. Ixxili. 25. 
OW tedious and taſteleſs the hours, 
1 When Fe/ur no longer I ſee; 
Sweet proſpects, ſweet birds, and ſweet flow'rs,, 
Have Joſt all their ſweetneſs with me: 
The midſummer ſan ſhines but dim, 
The fields ſtrive in vain to look gay; 
But when I am happy in him, 
December's as pleaſant as May, 
II. 
His name yields the richeſt perfume, 
And ſweeter than mulic his voice; 
His preſence diſperſes my gloom, 
And makes all within me rejoice : 


I ſhould, 
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I ſhould, were he always thus nigh, 
Have nothing to wiſh or to fear; 


No morta! ſo happy as I, 


My :tummer would: laſt all the year. 
III. 
Content with beholding hs face, 
My all to his pleaſure reſign'd; 
No changes of ſeaſon or place, 
Would make any change in my mind z 
While bleſs'd with a ſenſe of his love, 
A palace a toy would appear ; 
And priſons would palaces prove, 
If Feſus would dwell with me there. 
| IV. 
Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine, 
If thou art my ſun and my ſong ; 
Say, why do I languiſh and pine, 
And why are my winters ſo long ? 
© drive theſe dark clouds from my ſky, 
Thy ſoul-chearing preſence reſtore 
Or take me unto thee on high, 
Where winter and clouds are no more. 


HY MN CLV. 
What fhall J render? Pſal. cxvi. 12, 13. 
. 
OR mercies, countleſs as the ſands, 
Which daily I receive 
From Fe/ur, my Redecmer's hands, 
My ſoul, what canſt thou give 2 Alas! 
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II. 

Alas ! from ſuch a heart as mine, 
What can TI bring him forth? 
My beſt is ſtain'd and dy'd in fin, 

My all is nothing worth. 
III. 
Yet this acknowledgement Ill make 
For all he bas beſtow'd ; 
Salvation's ſacred cup I'll take, 
And call upon my God. 
IV. 
The beſt returns for one like me, 
So wretched and ſo poor; 
Is from his gifts to draw a plea, 
And aſk him {till for more. 
V. 

I cannot ſerve him as I ought, 
No works have I to boaſt ; 
Yet would I glory in the thought 
That I ſhall owe him moſt. 


HYMN CLVI. 


A Friend that flicketh cloſer than a Brother. 


Prov. xvii. 24. 
J. 
* there is above all others, 


Well deſerves the name of Friend; 


Als is love beyond a brother's, 
Coſtly, free, and knows no end. 


„ 


They who once his kindneſs prove, 
Find it everlaſting love! 
II. 
Which of all our ſriends to ſave us, 
Could or would have ſhed their blood? 
But our Jeſus dy'd to have us 
Reconcil'd, in him to Gd: 
This was boundleſs love indeed! 
Jeſus is a friend in need. 
III. 
Men, when rais'd to lofty ſtations, 
Often know their friends no more; 
Slight and ſcorn their poor relations 
Tho' they valu'd them before. 
But our Saviour always owns 
Thoſe whom he redeem'd with groans. 
IV. 
When he liy'd on earth abaſed, 
Friend of ſinners was his name; 
Now, above all glory raiſed, 
He rejoices in the ſame : 
Still he calls them brethren, friends, 
And to all their wants attends. 
V. 
Could we bear from one another, 
What he daily bears from us ? 
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother, 
Loves us tho' we treat him thus: 


Tho 
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| Tho' for good we render ill, 
| | He accounts us brethren ſill. 

= | „5 

Oh! for grace our hearts to ſoften ! 

| Teach us Lord, at length to love; 

3 We, alas! forget too often, 

| What a Friend we have abore : 
But when home our ſouls are brought, 
We ſhall love thee as we ought. 


1 HY MN CLYIL 
| | | The Refuge, River, and Rack of the Church. 
= Iſaiah xxxii. 2. 
E who on earth as man was known, 
And bore our ſins and pains; 
Now, ſeated on th' eternal throne, 
The God of glory reigns, 
IL 
His hands the wheels of nature guide, 
With an unerring {kill ; 
And countleſs worlds extended wide, 
Obey his ſov'reign will. 
TIL, 
While harps unnumber'd ſound his praiſe, 
In yonder world above | 
His ſaints on earth admire his ways, | | 
And glory in his love, | 4 


9 
IV. 
His righteouſneſs, to faith reveal'd, 
Wrought out for guilty worms; 
Aﬀords a hiding place and ſhield, 
From enemies and ſtorms, 
V. 
This land, thro” which his pilgrims go, 
Is deſolate and dry, 
But ſtreams of grace from him o'erflow, 
Their thirſt to ſatisfy, 
| VI. 
When troubles like a burning ſun, 
Beat heavy on their head ; 
To this almighty Rock they run, 
And find @ pleaſing ſhade. 
VIL - 
How glorious he ! how happy they 
In ſuch a glorious friend! _ 
Whoſe love ſeeures them all the way, 
And crowns them at the cnd, 


HYMN CLVIL _ 
Zion, or the City of Gov. Ifaiah xxxiii. 27, 2. 
; I. : 
Lorious things of thee are ſpoken, 
F Zion, city of our God! 
He, whoſe. word cannot be broken, 
Form'd thee for his own abode : 
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(9 
On the rock of ages founded, 
What can ſhake thy ſure repoſe ? 
With ſalvation's walls ſurrounded, 
Thou may'ft ſmile at all thy foes. 
II. 
See! the ſtreams of living waters 
Springing from eternal love; 
Well ſupply thy ſons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove: 
Who can faint while ſuch a river, 
Ever flows their thirſt t' aſſuage? 
Grace, which like the Lord, the giver, 
Never fails from age to age, 
| IIL 
Round each habitation kov'ring, 
See the cloud and fire appear! 
For a glory and a cov'ring, 
Shewing that tte Lord is near: 
Thus deriving from their banner 
Light by night and ſhade by day; 
Safe they feed upon the Manna 
Which he gives them when they pray 
IV. 
Tleſt inhabitants of Zion, 
Waſh'd in the Redeemer's blood! 
Jeſut, whom their ſouls rely on, 
Makes them kings and prieſts to Ged ; 


"Tis 
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*Tis his love his people raiſes 
Over ſelf to reign as kings ; 
And as prieſts, his ſolemn praiſes 
Each for a thank-off ring brings. 
V. 
Saviour, If of Zion's city 
I thro' grace a member am; 
Let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in thy name: 
Fading is the worldling's pleaſure, 
All his boaſted pomp and ſhew ; 
Solid joys, and laſting treaſure, 
None but Zion's children know: 


HY M N CLIX. 


Look unto me, and be ye ſaved. Iſa. xlv. 22. 


I, 
S the ſerpent rais'd by Moſes 
Heal'd the burning ſerpent's bite 1 

Zeſus thus himſelf diſcloſes 

To the wounded ſinner's ſight : 
Aear his gracious invitation, 

« I have life and peace to give, 
FE have wrought out full ſalvation, 

Sinner, look to me and live. 


Pore 


{( 12 ) 5 
II. F 
Pore upon yorr fins no Jonger, 
| Weil I know their mighty guilt ; 
But my love than death is ſtronger, 
| T wv biood have freely ſpilt : 
| Tho' your heart has long been harden'd, 
| Look on me- it ſoſt ſhall grow 
j Paſt tranſgreſſions ſhall be pardon'd, 
| Aud Ul waſh yeu white as ſnow. 
| III. 
ö J have ſeen what you were doing, 
| 
| 
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Tho' you little thought of me; 
| You were madly bent on ruin, 
| But I faid—It ſhall not be: 
| You had been for ever wretched, 
Had I not eſpous'd your part; 
Now behold my arms out-ſtretched 


'L N To receive you to my heart. 
Well may ſhame, and joy, and wonder. 1 
| All your inward paſſions move; 1 
J could cruſh thee with my thunder, 


| But I ſpeak to thee in love: 
See! your fins are all forgiven, 

I have paid the countleſs ſum! 

Now my death has opened heaven, 3 

Thither you ſhall ſhortly come. 4 


Dęareſt 


V. 

Deareſt Saviour, we adore hee 

For thy precious life and death? 
Melt each ſtubborn heart before tlice, 

Give us ail the cye of faith: 
From the taw's condemning ſentences 

To thy mercy we appeal ; 

Thou alone canſt give repentance, 

Thou alone our ſouls canſt heal. 


HY MN  CLX: 
On one Stone ſhall be ſeven Eyes. Zec. iii. g. 
J. 
r ESUS CHRIST, the Lord's anointed, ' 
Who his blood for ſinners ſpilt; 
Is the Stone by God appointed, | 
And the church is on him built : 
He delivers all who truſt him from their guilt, 
II. 
Many eyes at once are fixed 
On a perſon ſo divine; 
Love, with awful juſtice mixed. 
In his great redemption ſhine: 
Mighty J7eſur! give me leave to call thee mine. 
III. 
Dy the Father's eye approved, 
ue Lo, a voice is heard from heav'n, 
F . « Sinners, this is my Bcloved, 
For your ranſom freely givn : 
All offences, for his fake {all be forgiven. 
Angels 
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IV. 
Angels with their eyes purſu'd him, 
When he left his glorious throne 
With aſtoniſhment they view'd him 
Put the form of ſervant on : 
Angels worſhipp'd him who was on carth un- 
known. 
V. 
Satan and his hoſt amazed, 
Saw this Stone in Zion laid; 
Feſus, tho' to death abaſed, 
Bruis'd the ſubtle ſerpent's head: 
When to ſave us, on the croſs his blood he ſhed, 
VI. 
When a guilty finner ſees him, 
While he looks, his ſoul is heal'd ; 
Soon this ſight from anguiſh frees him, 
And imparts a pardon ſeal 'd: 
May this Saviour be to all our hearts reveal'd! 
VII. 
With deſire and admiration, 
All his blood-bought flock behold; 
Him who wrought out their ſalvation, 
And enclos'd them in his fold : 
Yet their warmeſt love, and praiſes are too cold. 
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Woman of Canaan. Mat. xv. 2228. 
I. 
RAV R an anſwer will obtain, 
Tho' the Lord awhile delay; 
None ſhall ſeek his face in vain, 
None be empty ſent away. 
IL 
When the woman came from Tyre, 
And for help to Jeſus ſought ; 
Tho? he granted her deſire, 
Yet at firſt he anſwer'd not. 
III. 
Could ſhe gueſs at his intent, 
When he to his follow'rs ſaid, 
J to Iſrael's ſheep am ſent, 
Dogs mult not have children's bread.” 
IV. 
She was not of Iſrael's ſeed, 
Dut of Canaan's wretched race 
Thought herſelf a dog indeed ; 
Was not this a hopeleſs caſe. 
V. 
Yet altho' from Canaan ſprung, 
Tho' a dog herſelf ſhe ſtil'd; 
She had Iſrael's faith and tongue, 
And was own'd for Abraham's child. 


From 


96 7 
VI. 1 
Trem lis words ſhe draws a plea, { 
"Cho? unworthy children's bread, 
Dis enough ſor one like me, 
it with, crumbs 1 may be fed. 
VIL 
Js inen bis heart reveal'd, 
« Worn canit thou thus believe? 
1 to thy peckion yield, 
Ali chat thou canſt wiſh, receive.“ 
VIII. 
Tis a pattern ſet for us, 
How we ought to wait and pray; 3 
None who plead and wreſtle thus, 4 
Shall be empty ſent. away. 


HYMN CLXI. 
Nat think ye of CnrrsT? Mat. xxii. 42. 
J. 
W HAT think you of Cr? is the teſt 
To try both your ftate and your 
ſcheme ; 


You cannot be right in the reft, 
Unleſs you think rightly of him, 
As Zeſus appears in your view, 
As he is beloved or not; 
So Ged is diſpoſed to you, 
And mercy or wrath are your lot, 
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IT. 

Some take him a creature to be, 

A man, or an angel at moſt; 
Sure theſe have not feelings like me, 

Nor know themſelves wretched and loſt : 
So guilty, ſo helpleſs am I, 

I durſt not confide in his blood, 
Nor on his protection rely, 

Unleſs I were ſure he is God. 


III. 


Some call him a Savior, in word, 

But mix their own works with his plan; 
And hope he his help will afford, 
When they have done all that they can: 

If doings prove rather too light, 

(A little, they own, they may fail) 
They purpoſe to make up full weight, 

By caſting his name in the ſcale. 


IV. 


Some ſtile him the Pearl of great price, 

And ſay he's the fountain of joys ; 
Yet feed upon folly and vice, 

And cleave to the world and its toys: 
Like Judas, the Savior they kiſs, 
And, while they ſalute him, betray; 
Ah! what will profeſſion like this 

Avail in his terrible day? 

2 


11 
. 
17 
© 

: 
it 
: 


(1 3 7 

v. f 

Tf aſk'd, what of Jeſus I think ? iN 
Tho? ſtill my beit thoughts are but poor; | 

I ſay, he's my meat and my drink, 5 

My life, and my ſtrength, and my ſtore; 9 
My Shepherd, my Huſband, my Friend, 

My Savior from fin and from thrall 
My hope from beginning to end, Þ 

My Portion, my Lord, and my All. 5 


HYMN CLXIII. 
The fooliſh Virgins. Mat. xxv. I. 
| I. 
HEN deſcending from the ſky, 
The Bridegroom ſhall appear; 
. And the ſolemn midnight cry, 
Shall call profeſſors near: 
How the found our hearts will damp ! 
How will ſhame o'erſpread each face! 
If we only have a lamp, 
Without the oil of grace: 
| II. 
Fooliſh virgins then will wake, 
And ſeek for a ſupply ; 
But in vain the pains they take 
To borrow or to buy: 
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Then with thoſe they now deſpiſe, 
Earneſtly they'll wiſh to ſhare; 

But the beſt, among the wile, 
Will have no oil to ſpare. 
III. 

7 Wiſe are they, and truly bleſt, 
Bio Who then ſhall ready be 
But deſpair will ſeize the reſt, 
And dreadful miſery: 
Once, they'll cry, we ſcorn'd to doubt, 
Tho in lies our truſt we put; 
Now our lamp of hope is out, 
N The door of mercy ſhut. 


IV. 
If they then preſume to plead, 
Lord, open to us now; 
Me on earth have hear'd and pray'd, 
1 | And with thy ſaints did bow:“ 
Ile will anſwer from his throne, 
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“ Tho' you with my people mix d, 
Yet to me you ne'er were known, 
Depart, your doom is fix'd.” 
| . 

O that none who worſhip here 

May hear that word, Depart ! 
Lord, impreſs a godly fear 

On each profeſſor's heart: 
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Help us, Lord, to ſearch the camp, 
Let us not ourſelves beguile ; 
Truſting to a dying lamp 
Without the living oil. 
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HYM N CLXIV. 1 
The Ruler's Daughter raiſed. Mark v. | 39—42. '% 


I. 
OULD the creatures help or eaſe us, 
Seldom ſhould we think of pray'r ; 
Few, if any, come to Jeſus, 
Till reduc'd to ſelf-deſpair : 
Long we either flight or doubt him, 
But when all the means we try, 
Prove we cannot do without him, 
Then at laſt to him we cry, 


II. 
Fear not then, diſtreſs'd believer, 
Venture on his mighty name; wn 
He is able to deliver, 1 
And his love is ſtill the ſame ; 55 
Can his pity or his power, 2 
Suffer thee to pray in vain ? 
Wait but his appointed hour, 
And thy ſuit thou ſhalt obtain, 
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HYMN CLXV. 
The Pool of Betheſda. John v. 2—4. 
I. 
ESIDE the goſpel pool, 
Appointed for the poor; 
From year to year, my helpleſs ſoul 
Has waited for a cure. 
IL 
How often have I ſeen, 
The healing waters move; 
And others, round me, ſtepping in 
Their efficacy prove. 
„ "Bhs 
But my complaints remain, 
I feel the very ſame ; | | 
As full of guilt, and fear, and pain, 
As when at firſt I came, 
| IV. 
O would the Lord appear 
My malady to heal; 
He knows how long ve languiſh'd here, 
And what diſtreſs I feel, 
V. 
Here then, from day to day, 
Pl wait, and hope, and try; 
Can Jeſus hear a ſinner pray, 


Yet ſuffer him to die? 
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VI. 


No: he is full of grace; | 


He never will permit 
A ſoul, that fain would ſee his face, 
To periſh at his feet. 


HY M N CLXVI. 


Will ye alſo go away ? John vi. 67-69. 
I. 
HEN any turn from Zion's way, 
(Alas! what numbers do!) 
Methinks I hear my Savior ſay, 
« Wilt thou forſake me too?“ 
II. 
Ah Lord ! with ſuch a heart as mine, 
Unleſs thou hold me faſt ; — 
1 feel I muſt, I ſhall decline, 
And prove like them at laſt, 
III. 
Yet thou alone haſt pow'r, I know, 
To ſave a wretch like me ; 
To whom, or whither, could I go, 
If I ſhould turn from thee ? 
| IV. 
Beyond a doubt I reft aſſur'd 
Thou art the C4hr:/? of Gd; 
Who haſt eternal life ſecur'd ; 
By promiſe, and by blood. The 
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V. 
The help of men and angels join'd, 
Could never reach my caſe ; 
Nor can I hope relief to find, 
But in thy boundleſs grace. 
VI. 
No voice but thine can give me reſt, 
And bid my fears depart ; 
No love but thine can make me bleſs d, 
And ſatisfy my heart, 
VII. 
What anguiſh has that queſtion ſtir'd, 
If I will alſo go? 
Yet, Lord, relying on thy word, 
I humbly aniwer, No ! 


H-Y M N CLXVII. 
Loveſt thou me? John xxi. 16. 


I. 

ARK, my ſoul! it is the Lord; 
H "Tis thy Saviour, hear his word; 
Feſus ſpeaks, and ſpeaks to thee ; 

Say, poor ſinner, lov'ſt thou me? 

5 II. 
I deliver'd thee when bound, 
And, when wounded, heal'd thy wound; 
Sought thee wand'ring, ſet thee right, 
Turn'd thy darkneſs into light.“ 


( 184 ) 


III. 
Can a woman's tender care 
Ceaſe, towards the child ſhe bare? 
Ves, ſhe may forgetful be, 
Yet will I remember thee, 3 
IV. : 
« Mine is an unchanging love, 1 


Higher than the heights above; 


Deeper than the depths beneath, 
Free and faithful, ſtrong as death. 
V. 
Thou ſhalt ſee my glory ſoon, 
When the work of grace is done 
Partner of my throne fhalt be, 
Say, poor ſinner, lov'ſt thou me?“ 
VI. | 
Lord it is my chief complaint, 
That my love is weak and faint; 73 
Yet I love thee and adore, * 
Oh for grace to love thee more! 


H Y M N CLXVIII. 


The Good that T7 would T7 do ot. Rom. vii. 
I, | 
Would, but cannot ſing, 
1 Guilt has untun'd my voice; 
The ſerpent ſin's envenom'd ſting 
Has poiſon'd all my joys. | Oh 
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II. 
Oh could I but believe? 


Then all would eaſy be; 
I would, but cannot, Lord, relieve, 
My help muſt come from thee! 


III. 
But if indeed I would, 


Tho' I can nothing do; 

Yet the deſire is ſomething good, 
For which my praiſe is due. 
OL | IV. 

By nature prone to ill, 
Till thine appointed hour 

I was as deſtitute of will, 

As now I am of powrr. 
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V. 
73 Wilt thou not crown, at length, 
15 The work thou haſt begun? 


And with a will, afford me firength 
In all thy ways to run ? 


H YM N CLXIX. 
The inward Warfare. Gal. v. 17. 
I. 
TRANGE and myſterious is my life, 
What oppoſites I feel within! 
A ſtable peace, a conſtant ſtrife, 
The rule of grace, the pow'r of ſin : 
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Too often I am captive led, N 
Vet daily triumph in my Head. 
II. 
J prize the privilege of pray'r, 
But oh! what backwardneſs to pray! 
Tho' on the Lord I caſt my care, + 
I feel its burden ev'ry day: 3 
I ſeek hit will in all I do, J 
Yet find my own is working too. 
III. 
I call the promiſes my own, 
And prize them more than mines of gold; 
Yet tho' their ſweetneſs I have known, 
They leave me unimpreſs'd and cold: 
One hour upon the truth I feed, 
The next I know not what 1 read. 


: IV. 
I love the holy day of reſt, 


When Jeſus meets his gather'd ſaints 3 
- Sweet day, of all the week the beſt! 
For its return my ſpirit pants : 

Yet often, thro' my unbeliet, 

It proves a day of guilt and grief, 
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While on my Saviour I rely, 
J know my foes ſhall loſe their aim; 
And therefore dare their pow'r defy, 
Aſſur'd of conqueſt thro' his name: 
But ſoon my confidence is ſlain, 
And all my fears return again. 
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VI. 
Thus diffrent pow'rs within me ſtrive, 
And grace, and ſin, by turns prevail; 
I grieve, rejoice, decline, revive, 
And vict'ry hangs in doubtful ſcale; 
But Jeſus has his promiſe paſs'd, 
That grace ſhall overcome at laſt, 


HY MN CLXX. 


Looking unto. JE sus. Heb. xil, 2. 
3 
various maxims, forms and rules, 
+ That paſs for wiſdom in the ſchools, 
I ſtrove corruption to reſtrain; 
But all my efforts prov'd in vain, 
II. 
But ſince the Saviour I have known 
My rules are all reduc'd to one; 
To keep my Lord, by faith, in view, 
This ſtrength ſupplies and motives too. 
III. 
I fee him lead a ſuff ring life, 
Patient, amidſt reproach and ftrife ;. 
And from his pattern courage take 
To bear, and ſuffer, for his ſake. 
I. 
Upon the croſs I ſee him bleed, 
And by the ſight from guilt am freed 
This ſight deitroys the life of ſin, 


And quickens heav'nly life within, To. 
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V. 
To look to Fe/us as he roſe 
Confirms my faith, diſarms my foes ; 
Satan 1 ſhame and overcome, 
By pointing to my Saviour's tomb. 
VI. | 
Exalted on his glorions throne, 
I ſee him make my cauſe his own; 
Then all my anxious cares ſubſide, 
For Jeſus lives, and will provide. 
VII. 
I ſee him look with pity down, 
And hold in view the Conqu'ror's crown; 
If preſs'd with griefs and cares before, 
My ſoul revives, nor aſks for more. 
VIII. 
By faith I ſee the hour at hand 
When in his preſence 1 ſhall ſtand; 
Then it will be my endleſs bliſs, 
To ſee him where, and as he is. 


HYMN CLXXI. 


Gop ſpeaking from Mount Zion. 
; I. | 
HE God who once to 1jrael ſpoke 


From Sinai's top, in fire and ſmoke, 


In gentler ſtrains of goſpel grace 
Invites us, now, to ſeek his face, 
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IT. 
He wears no terrors on his brow, 
He ſpeaks, in love, from Zion, now 
It is the voice of Je/us* blood 
Calling poor wand'rers home to God. 
F III. 
The holy Met quik'd and fear'd 
When Sinai's thundring /aw he heard; 
But reigning grace, with accents mild, 
Speaks to the ſinner, as a child. 


IV. 
Hark! how from Calvary it ſounds ; 


From the Redeerer s bleeding wounds! 
Pardon and grace, I freely give, 
y Poor ſinner, look to me, and live.“ 
2h V. 

O Savior, let that pow'r be felt, 

And cauſe each ſtony heart to melt! 

Deeply impreſs upon our youth, 

The light, and force, of goſpel truth, 

| | VI. 

With this new-year may they begin 
To live to thee, and die to ſn; 

To enter by the narrow way 
Which leads to everlaſting day, 

VII. 

How will they elſe thy preſence bear, 
When as a Judge thou ſhalt appear ! 
When lighted love, to wrath ſhall turn, 
And the whole earth like Sinai burn! 
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Praiſe for the Incarnation. 
I. 
{fWEETER ſounds than muſic knows 
Charm me, in Emmanuels name; 
All her hopes my ſpirit owes . 
To Bis birth, and croſs, and ſhame. 
2 OG 
When he came the angels ſung. 
„Glory be to God on high;“ 
Lord, unlooſe my ſtamm'ring tongue, 
Who ſhould louder ſing than I. 
III. 
Did the Lord a man become 
That he might the law fulfil, 
Bleed and ſuffer in my room? 
And canſt thou, my tongue, be ſtill? 
| IV. 
No, I muſt my praiſes bring, 
Tho' they worthleſs are, and weak; 
For ſhould I refuſe to ſing 
Sure the very ſtones would ſpeak.. 
V. 
O my Saviour, Shield, and Sun, 
Shepherd, Brother, Huſband, Friend, 
Ev'ry precious name in one, 
I. will love thee without end. 
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Fehovah- Feſus. 
J. 
| Y ſong ſhall bleſs the Zord of all, 
My praiſe ſhall climb to his abode 
Thee, Saviour, by that name I call, 
The great Supreme, the mighty Ged. 
II. 
Without beginning, or decline, 
| Object of faith, and not of ſenſe; 
Eternal ages ſaw him ſhine, 
Ile ſhines eternal ages hence. 
III. 
As much, when in the manger laid, 
Almighty ruler of the ſky; 
As when the ſix days works he made, 
Fill'd all rhe morning- ſtars with joy. 
IV. | 
Of all the crowns 7ehovah bears, 
Salvation is his deareſt claim; 
That gracious ſound well-pleas'd he hears, 
And owns Emmanuel for his name. 
V. 
A cheerful confidence I feel, 
My well-plac'd hopes with joy I ſee. 
My bofom glows with heav'nly zeal 


A* 
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VI. 
As man, he pities my complaint, 
His pow'r and truth are all divine; 
He will not fail, he cannot faint, 
Salvation's ſure, and mult be mine. 


ws 


HYMN CLXXIV. : 
THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR «© 


Ebenezer. 1 Sam. vii. 12. 


6 I. 
HE Tord, our ſalvation and light, 
The guide and the ſtrength of our days; 
Has brought us together, to night, 
A new Ebenezer to raiſe: 
The year we have now paſſed thro, 
His goodneſs with bleſſings has crown'd ; 
Each morning his mercies were new, | 
Then let our thankſgivings abound. 
II. 
Encompaſs'd with dangers and ſnares, 
Temptations, and fears, and complaints; 
His ear he inclin'd to eur pray rs, 
His hand open'd wide to our wants: 
We never beſought him in vaiz, 
When burden'd with ſorrow or ſin, 
He help'd us again and again, 
Or where, before now, had we been? 
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. III. 
His goſpel, throughout the long year, 
From ſabbath to fabbath he gave; 
How oft has he met with us here, 
And ſhewn himſelf mighty to ſave? 
His candleſtick has been remov'd 
From - churches once privileg'd thus; 
But, tho' we unworthy have prov'd, 
It ſtill is continu'd to us. 
8 IV. 
For ſo many mercies receiv'd, 
Alas! what returns have we made: 
His Spirit we often have griev'd, 
And evil, for good, have repaid : 
How well it becomes us to cry, 
„ Oh, who is a God like to thee? 
Who paſidſt iniquities by, . 
And plungeſt them deep in the ſea !“ 
| V. 
To 7Fe/us who ſits on the throne, 
Our beſt hallelujahs we bring; 
To thee | is owing alone, 
That we are permitted to ing : 
Aſſiſt us, we pray, to lament 
The fins of the year that is paſt ; 
And grant that the next may be ſpent 
Far more to thy praiſe than the laſt. 
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Goſpel Privileges. 
I. 
Happy they who know the Lord, 
With whom he deigns to dwell! 
He feeds and cheers them by his word, l 
His arm ſupports them well. 
II. 
To them, in each diſtreſſing hour, 
His throne of grace is near; 
And when they plead his love and pow'r, 
He ſtands engag'd to hear, 
HI, 
His preſence ſweetens all our cares, 
And makes our burdens light ; 
A word from him diſpels our fears, 
And gilds the gloom of night, 
VI. 
Lord, we expect to ſuffer here, 
Nor would we dare repine ; 


But give us, ſtill, to find thee near, 3 
And own us, ſtill, for thine. bp 
V. ad 

Let ns enjoy, and highly prize 1 
Theſe tokens of thy love; Y 
Till thou ſhalt bid our ſpirits riſe, 3 


To worſhip thee above. 
HYMN 
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HY M N CLXXVI. 
The Mord more precious than Gold, 


I, 


RECIOUS Bible! what a treaſure 
Does the word of Gd afford? 


All I want for life or pleaſure, 


Ford and Med'cine, Shield and Saword ; 


Let the world account me poor, 
Having this 1 need no more. 
II, 
Food to which the world's a ſtranger, 
Here my hungry ſoul enjoys ; 
Of exceſs there is no danger, 
Tho' it fills, it never cloys: 
On a dying Crit I feed, 
He is meat and drink indeed! 
III. 

When my faith is faint and ſickly, 
Or when Satan wounds my mind, 
3 Cordials, to revive me quickly, 
Healing Med'cines here I find: 


0 To the promiſes I flee, 
3 Each affords a remedy. 
2 IV. 


E ; 
In the hour of dark temptation 

1 Satan cannot make me yield; 
For the word of conſolation 


Is to me a mighty Shield: 


While 
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While the ſcripture-truths are ſure, , 
From his malice I'm ſecure. 
Va 
Vain his threats to overcome me, 
When I take the Sp:irits' Sword; * 
Then with eaſe I drive him from me, 
Satan trembles at the word: 
*Tis a ſword for conqueſt made, 
Keen the edge, and ſtrong the blades * 
VI. 
Shall I envy then the miſer 
Doating on his golden ſtore ? 
Sure I am, or ſhould be, wiſer, 
I am Rich, *tis he is Poor: 
Feſus gives me in his word, 
Food and Med cine, Shield and Sword. 


HY M N CIXXVII. 
The Day of Judgment. 


J. 
AY of judgment, day of wonders! 
Hark! the trumpet's awful ſound, 
Louder than a thouſand thunders, 
Shakes the vaſt creation round! 
Hdw the ſummons will the ſinner's heart con- 
found | 
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Foes | 
See the Judge our nature wearing, 
Cloth'd in majeſty divine! 
You who long for his appearing, 

Then ſhall ſay, ** This God is minz! 
Gracious Savior, own me in that day for thine? 
III. 

At his call the dead awaken, 
Riſe to life from earth and ſea; 
All the pow'rs of nature ſhaken 
By his look, prepare to flee : 
Careleſs ſinner, what will then become of thee ! 
— IV. 
But to thoſe who have confeſſed, 
Lov'd and ſerv'd the Lord below; 
He will ſay, „Come near ye bleſſed, 
See the kingdom I beſtow : 
You for ever ſhall my love and glory know.“ 
V. 
Under ſorrows and reproaches, 
May this thought your courage raiſe! 
Swiftly God's great day approaches, 
Sighs ſhall then be chang'd to praiſe : 
We ſhall triumph when the world is in a blaze. 
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H X M N  CEXXYAIL 
The Efort. 


J. 
H EER up, my ſoul, there is a mercy- ſeat 
Sprinkled with blood, where Ze/us anſwers 
pray'r; 
There humbly caſt thyſelf, beneath his feet, 
For never needy ſinner periſh'd there. 


II. 
Lord, J am come! thy promiſe is my plea, 
Without thy word I durſt not venture nigh ; 
But thou haſt call'd the burden'd ſoul to thee, 
A weary burden'd ſoul, O Lord, am I! 


III. 
Bow'd down beneath a heavy load of fin, 
By Satan's fierce temptations ſorely preſt, 
Beſet without, and full of fears within, 
Trembling and faint I come to thee for reſt, 


IV. 
Be thou my refuge, Lerd, my hiding-place, 
I know no force can tear me from thy fide 
Unmov'd I then may all accuſers face, 
And anſwer ev'ry charge, with, Feſus dy'd.“ 
V, 


Yes, thou didſt weep, and bleed, and grean, and die, 


Well haſt thou known what fierce temptations 
mean; 
Such 
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Such was thy love, and now, enthron'd on high, 


The ſame compaſſions in thy buſou rei 


VI. 


Lord give me fiith—he hears - what grace is this! 


Dry up chy tears, my ſoul, and ceaſe to grieve: 


He ſhews me what he did, ind who ne 15, 


I muit, I will, IT can, I do believe. 


HYMN CLXXIX. 
Light ſhining out of Darkneſs, 
| J. 
OD moves in a myſterious way, 
His wonders to perform; 
He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm. 
IL. 
Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing {kill ; 
He treaſures up his bright deſigns, 
And works his ſov'reign will. 
III. 
Ye fearful ſaints freſh courage take, 
The clouds ye ſo much dread 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
In bleſſings on your head. 
IV. 
Judge not the Lord by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt him for his grace; 
Behind a frowning providence, 


He hides a ſmiling face, Rig 


200 : 
V. 
His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flow'r. 


| VI. 
Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain 
God is 'his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain, 


HYMN CLXXX 


Rejoice the Soul of thy Servant. 


I. 
HEN my pray'rs are a burden and taſk, 
V No wonder TI little receive; 
O Lord, make me willing to aſk, 
Since thou art ſo ready to give: 
Altho' I am bought with thy blood, 
And all thy ſalvation is mine; 
At a diſtance from thee my chief good, 
I wander, and languiſh, and pine. 
| II. 
Of thy goodneſs of old when I read, 
To thoſe who were ſinners like me, 
Why may I not wreſtle and plead, 
With them a partaker to be? 
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Thine arm is not ſhorten'd ſince then, 
And thoſe who believe on thy name, 


Ever find thou art Yea and Amen, 
Thro? all generations the ſame. 


III. 

While my ſpirit within me is preſt, 

With ſorrow, temptation, and fear 
Like John | would flee to thy breaſt, 

And pour my complaints in thine ear: 
How happy and favor'd was he, 

Who could on thy boſom repoſe ! 
Might this favor be granted to me, 

I'd ſmile at the rage of my foes. 


IV. 
I have heard of thy wonderful name, 
How great and exalted thou art; 
But ah! I confeſs to my ſhame, 
It faintly impreſſes my heart: 
The beams of thy glory diſplay, 
As Peter once ſaw thee appear ; 
That tranſported like him I may ſay, 
« It is good for my ſcul to be here.” 
| V. 
What a ſorrow and weight didſt thou feel, 
When nail'd, for my ſake, to the tree ! 
My heart ſure is harder than ſteel, 
To feel no more ſorrow for thee ; 
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Oh let me with Thomas deſcry 8 
The wounds in thy hands and thy ſide; | 


And have feelings like his, when I cry, 


« My God, and my Saviour has dy' d!“ 
VI. 
But if thou'ſt appointed me ſtill 
To wreltle, and ſuffer, and fight; 
Oh make me reſign'd to thy will, 
For all thine appointments are right: 
This mercy, at leaſt, J intreat, 
That knowing how vile 1 have been, 
I with Mary may wait at thy feet, 
And weep o'er the pardon of fin. 


H YM N CLXXXI. 


Why ſhould I complain? 
I. 
S Saviour, my Shepherd is near, 
How quickly my forrows depart ! 0 
New beauties around me appear, 
New ſpirits enliven my heart : 
His preſence gives peace to my ſoul, 
And Satan aſſaults me in vain; 
While my Shepherd his power controuls, 
I think 1 no more ſhall complain. 
| II. 
But alas! what a change do I find, 
When my Shepherd withdraws from my fight ? 
My fears all return to my mind, 


My day is ſoon chang'd into night: Then 
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+ Then Satan his efforts renews 
| To vex and enſnare me again; 
All my pleaſing enjoyments I loſe, 
And can only lament and complain, 
III. 


By theſe changes I often paſs. thro? 
I am taught my own weakneſs to know; 
I am taught what my Shepherd can do, 
And how much to his mercy I owe; 
It is he who ſupports me thro” all, 
When I faint he revives me again ; 
He attends to my pray'r when I call, 
And bids me no longer complain, 
| IV. 
Wherefore then ſhould I murmur and grieve? 
Since my Shepherd is always the ſame, 
4 And has promis'd he never will leave 
5 The ſoul that confides in his name: 
To relieve me from all that I fear, 
He was buffeted, tempted, and ſlain; 
And at length he will ſurely appear, 
Tho? he leave me awhile to complain; 
h V. 
While 1 dwell in an enemy's land, 
Can ! hope to be always in peace? 
2 q "Tis enough that my Shepherd's at hand, 
3 And that ſhortly this warfare will ccaſe 3 
\ NY For 
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For e're long he will bid me remove 
From this region of ſorrow and pain, 
To abide in his preſence above, 
And then 1 no more ſhall complain. 


HY MN CLXXXII. 
Tull Truft and not be afraids 


\ I. 


HY ſhould I complain 

Of want or diltreſs, X 
Temptation or pain? | 43 
He told me no leſs: 2 


The heirs of ſalvation, 


I know from his word, 3 
Thro' much tribulation 3 
Muſt follow their Lord. Y 
IT, Y 
How bitter that cup, $ 
No heart can conceive, 72 
Which he drank quite up, 4 
That ſinners might live! 3 


His way was much rougher, 
And darker than mine; 
Did Jeſus thus ſuffer, 
And ſhall I repine? 


Since 
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Tho' hot the fight; why quit the field? 
Since Jeſus is my mighty ſhield ? 


When creature comforts fade and die, 
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III. 
Since all that I meet, 
Shall work for my good, 
The bitter 1s ſweet, 
The med'cine is food 
Tho? painful at preſent, 
Will ceaſe before long, 
And then, Oh ' how pleaſant, 
The conqueror s ſong ! 


HYMN CLXXXIIL 


Jeſus my all. 
' 1. 
Wo. ſhould 1 fear the darkeſt hour, 
Or tremble at the tempter's pow'r 2 
Zeſus vouchſafes to be my tow'r. | 
II. 


Why mult 1 either flee or yield, 
III. 


Worldings may weep ; but why ſhould I ? 
Jeſus ſtill lives, and ſtill is nigh. 
IV. 
Tho' all the flocks and herds vere dead, 
My foul a famine need not dread, 
For Jeu is my living bread. 
I knew 
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V. 
J know not what may ſoon betide, 
Or how my wants ſhall be ſupply'd; 
But Jeſus knows, and will provide. 

VI. 
Tho' fin would fill me with diſtreſs, 
The throne of grace I dare addreſs;. 
For Jeſus is my righteouſneſs. 

VII. 
Tho' faint my pray'rs, and cold my love, 
My ſtedfaſt hope ſhall not remove, 
While Jeſus intercedes above. 

VIII. 
Againſt me earth and hell combine; 
But on my ſide is pow r divine; 
Jeſus is all, and he is mine. 


HVYVMN CLXXXIV. 
The Chriſtian. 
I, 
ONOR and happineſs unite 
To make the Chriſtian's name a praiſe; 
How fair the ſcene, how clear the light, 
That fils the .remnant of his days! 
II. 
A kingly character he bears, 
No change his prieſtly office knows; 
Unfading is the crown he wears, 


His joys can never reach a cloſe, 
Adorn'd 
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III. 
Adorn'd with glory from on high, 
Salvation ſhines upon his face; 
His robe is of th' etherial dye, 
His ſteps are dignity and grace. 
IV. 
Inferior honors he diſdains, 
Nor ſtoops to take applauſe from earth; 
The King of kings himſelf maintains 
Th' expences of his heav'nly birth. 
V. 
The nobleſt creature ſeen below, / 
Ordain'd to fill a throne above; 
God gives him all he can beſtow, 
His kingdom of eternal love ! 
| VL 
My ſoul is raviſh'd at the thought ! 
Methinks from earth I ſee him riſe ; 
Angels congratulate his lot, 
And ſhout hin welcome to the ſkies. 


H Y M N CLXXXV. 
Confidence. 
I. 
"ES! ſince God himfelf has ſaid it, 
On the promiſe I rely ; 


His good word demands my credit, 
What can unbelief reply? 
He is ſtrong and car fulſil, 
He is truth and therefore aww, Ag: 
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But the promiſe bears it up. 
III. 

Sure the Lord. thus far has brought me, 
By his watchful tender care; 

Sure *tis he himſelf hath taught me 
How to ſeek his face by pray'r: 
After ſo much mercy paſt, 

Will he give me up at laſt? 
IV.. 

True, I've been a fooliſh creature, 

And have ſinn'd againſt his grace; 

But forgiveneſs is his nature, 

Tho? he juſtly hides his face: 
E're he call'd me, well he knew, 
What a heart like mine would do. 
V. 

In my Saviour's interceſſion 
Therefore 1 will ill confide; 

Zord accept my free confeſſion, 

J have ſinn'd, but thou haſt dy'd; 
This. is all I have to plead, 
This is all the plea 1 need. 
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II. I 

As to all the doubts. and queſtions, 1 

Which my ſpirit often grieve, | 
Theſe are Satan's ſly ſuggeſtions, | 

And I need no anſaer give g 

He would fain deſtroy my hope, 5 


HY MN 


/ 


1 . 
3 HYMN CLXXXVI 
: Hear what he has done for my Soul 
I. 
12 AV'D by blood I live to tell, 
a What the love of Chr hath done; 


He redeem'd my ſoul from hell, 
Of a rebel made a ſon : 
Oh I tremble Kill, to think 
Ho ſecure I liv'd in ſin; 
Sporting on deſtruction's brink, 
Yet preſerv'd from falling in. 
IT; « 
In his own appointed hour, 
To my heart the Saviour ſpoke 
Touch'd me by his Spirit's pow'r, 
And my dang rous ſlumber broke: 
Then I ſaw-and own'd my guilt, 
Soon my gracious Lord reply'd; 
« Fear not, I my blood have ſpilt, 
*Twas for ſuch as thee I dy d.“ 


III. 
Shame and wonder, joy and love, 
All at once poſſeſs'd my heart; 
Can I hope thy grace to prove, 
After acting ſuch a part? 
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“ Thou haſt greatly ſinn'd, he ſaid, 
But I freely all forgive ; 
I myſelf thy debt have paid, 
Now I bid thee riſe and live.” 
IV.. 
Come, my fellow-ſinners, try, 
Jeſu's heart is full of love; 
O that you, as well as 1, 
May his wond'rous mercy prove ! 
He has ſent me to declare, 
All is ready, all is free ; 
Why ſhould any ſoul deſpair, 
When he ſav'd a wretch like me ? 


HYMN CEXXXVIL 


The happy Debtor, 
I. 
EN thouſand talents once I ow'd, 
| And nothing had to pay ; 
But Jeſus freed me from the load, 
And waſh'd my debt away. 
II. 
Yet ſince the Lord forgave my fin, 
And blotted out my ſcore; 
Muck more indebted I have been, 
Than c'er I was before. 
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III. 
My gvilt is cancell'd quite, I know, 
And ſatisfaction made; 
But the vaſt debt of love I owe, 
Can never be repaid. 


IV. 


The love I owe for ſin forgiv'n, 


For power to believe, 
For preſent peace, and promis'd heav'n, 
No angel can conceive. 


V. 
That love of thine ! thou ſinner's Friend 
Witneſs thy bleeding heart! 
My little all can ne'er extend 
To pay a thouſandth part, 


Nay more, the poor returns I make 
I firſt from thee obtain; .. 


And 'tis of grace, that thou wilt take 
Such poor returns again. 
VII. 
"Tis well—it ſhall my glory be 
(Let who will boaſt their ſtore) - 
In time and to eternity, 
To owe thee more and more. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CLXXXVIIL 
Praiſe for Redeeming Love. 


| 
1 E T us love, and „ag, and wonder, 


Let us praiſe the Saviour's name! 
He has huſh'd the Law's loud thunder, 


He has quench'd mount Sinai's flame ! 


He has waſh d us with his blood, 
He has brought us nigh to Gods 
IT. 
Let us love the Lord who bought us, 
Pity'd us when enemies-; 
Call'd us by his grace, and taught us, 
Gave us ears, and gave us eyes: 
He has waſh'd us with his blood, 


He preſents our ſouls to God. 
| 8 


Let us 1 ing tho? fierce temptations 
Threaten hard to bear us down, 
For the Lord, our ſtrong falvation, 
Holds in view the conqu'ror's crown: 
He who waſh d us with his blood, 
Soon will bring us home to God, 
IV. 
Let us wondes, grace and juſtice 
Join and point to mercy's ſtore; 
When thro grace in Cri? our truſt is, 
Juttice ſmiles and aſks no more: 


He 


E 
Ne who waſh'd us with his blood, 
Has ſecur'd our way to Gad. 
V. 
Let ns pra'ſe, and join the chorus, 
Of the ſaints, enthron d on high ; 
Here they truſted him before us, 
Now their praiſes fill the ſky: 
« Thou haſt waſh'd us with thy blood, 
Thou art worthy, Lamb of Gd!“ 
'VI. | 
Hark! the name of Je/us, ſounded 
Loud, from golden harps a-ove ! 
Lord, we bluiſh, and are cont 1nded, 
Faint our praiſes, cold our ve! . 
Wath our ſouls and ſongs with blood, 
For by thee we come to God. 


HY M N CLXXXIX. 


J will praiſe the Lord at ail times. 
I, 
* INTER has a joy for me, 
While the Saviour's charms I read, 
Lowly, meek, from blemith free, 
In the ſnow-drop's penſive head. 
II. ” 
Spring returns, and brings along 
Life- invigorating ſuns: 
Hark ! the turtles's plaintive ſong, 
Scem to ſpeak his dying groans ! 
Summer 
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III. 
Summer has a thonſand charms, 
All expreſſive of his worth; 
»Tis his ſun that lights and warms, 
His the air that cools the earth. 
IV. 
What, has autumn left to ſay 
Nothing, of a $av/our's grace? 
Yes, the beams of milder day 
Tell me of his ſmiling face. 
V. 
Light appears with early dawn; 
While che ſun makes haſte to riſe, 
See his bleeding beauties, drawn 
On the bluſhes of the ſkies. 
VI. 
Ex'ning, with a ſilent pace, 
Slowly moving in the weſt, 
Shews an emblem of his grace, 
Points to an eternal reſt. 


HYMN CXC. 
Perſeverance. 
' I, 
h EJOICE, believer, in the Lord, 
Who makes your cauſe his own; 
The hope that's built upon his word, 
Can uc'er be overthrown, Tho 
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Tho? many foes beſet your road, 
And feeble is your arm; 


Tour life is hid with Chriſt in God, 


Beyond tlie reach of harm. 
III. 
Weak as you are, you ſhall not faint, 

Or fainting ſhall not die; 
Jeſus the ſtrength of ev'ry ſaint, 

Will aid you from on high. 

IV. 


Tho' ſometimes unperceiv'd by ſenſe,. 


Faith ſees him always near ; 
A Guide, a Glory, a Defence, 
Then what have you to fear? 
V. 
As ſurely as he. overcame, 
And triumph'd once for you 
So ſurely you, that love his name, 
Shall triumph in him too. 


HY MN -CXCE 


Longing for Aſſurance. 
I. 
| IS a point I long to know, 
Oft it cauſes anxious thought: 
Do I love the Lord, or no ? 
Am I his, or am I not? 
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II. 


If I love, why am I thus? 
Why this dull and lifeleſs frame? 
Hardly ſure, can they be worſe, 
Who have never heard his name! 


III. 


Could my heart ſo hard remain, 
Pray'r a taſk and burden prove; 
Ev'ry trifle give me pain, 
If 1 knew a Saviour's love? 
IV. 


When I turn my eyes within, 
All is dark, and vain, and wild; 
Fill'd with unbelief and ſin, 
Can I deem myfelf a child ?. 
Ns \ 
If I pray, or hear, or read, 
Sin is mix'd with all I do; 
You that /ove the Lord indeed, 
Tell me, Is it thus with you? 
VI. 
Yet I mourn my ſtubborn vill, 
Find my fin, a grief and thrall 


Should I grieve for what I feel, 
If I did not love at all? 


1. 


could 


1 
VII. 
Could 1 joy his ſaints to meet, 
Chooſe the ways I once abhor'd ? 
Find, at times, the promiſe ſweet, 
It I did not love the Lord? 
| VIII. 
Lord decide the doubtiul caſe ! 
Thou who art thy people's ſun ; 
Shine upon thy work of grace, 
If it be indeed begun. 
IX. 
Let me love thee more and. more, 
If 1 love at all, I pray; 
If I have not lov'd before, 
Help me to begin to-day. 


HYMN CXCIE 
The Heavenly Voyage. 
I. 
ES U, at thy eommand 
F I launch into the deep; 
And leave my native land 
Where Sin lulls all aſleep. 
For thee I fain would all refign 
And ſail to heaven with thee and thine. 
II. 
What though the ſeas are broad, 
What though the waves are ſtrong? 
What though tempeſtuous winds 
Diſtreſs me all along? 


Ee 
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vet what are ſeas or ſtormy wind 


Compar'd to Chriſt, the Sinner's Friend 
III. 
Chriſt is my Pilot wiſe, 
My compaſs is his word; 
My ſoul each ſtorm defies, 
While I have ſuch a Lord. 
I truſt his faithfulneſs and pow'r 
To ſave me in the trying hour. 
IV. 
Though rocks and quickſands deep 
Through all my paſſage lie; 
Yet Chriſt will ſafely keep 
And guide me with his eye. 
How can I fink with ſuch a prop 


That bears the world and all things up? 


V. 
By Faith I ſee the land, 
The hav'n of endleſs reſt ;. 
My ſoul thy wings expand 
And fly to Jeſu's breaſt! 
O may I reach the heav'nly ſhore, 


Where winds and ſeas diſtreſs no more! 


VI. 
Whene'er becalm'd I lie, 
And all my. ſtorms ſubſide; 
Then. to my ſuccour fly, 


And keep me near thy ſide, 
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For more the treach'rous calm I dread 


Than tempeſts burſting o'er my head. 
VII. 
Come Hheav' ly wind and blow 
A. proſp'rous gale of grace, 
To waft from all below 
To heav'n my deſtin'd place. 


Then in full fail my port iI find 


And leave the world and ſin behind. 


H YM N CXCIL 
Aſham'd of Jeſus, Mark viii. 38. 
I. 
ESUS! and ſhall it ever be? 

A mortal man a/han'd of thee ! 
Scorn'd be the thought by rich and poor, 
O! may I ſcorn it more and more ! 

II. 
Aſham'd of Fefus ! of that friend 
On whom for heav'n my hopes depend ? 
It muſt not be—Be this my ſhame, 


That I no more revere his name 


III. 
Aſhan'd of Jeſus ! ſooner far 
Let evening bluſh to own a ſtar. 
Aſhawd of Jeſus ! juſt as ſoon 
Let midnight bluſh to think of noon, 


"Tis 
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| IV. 
"Tis evening with my ſoul, till he, 


That morning ſtar bids darkneſs flee. 


He ſheds the beams of noon divine 
Oe'r all this midnight ſoul of mine. 
Fo. 
Aſham'd of Feſus! ſhall yon field, 
Bluſh when it thinks who bids it yield ? 
Yet bluſh I muſt while I adore— 
I bluſh to think I yield no more, 
VE. 
Aſham'd of Feſus ! yes I may, 
When I've no crimes to waſh away, 
No tears to wipe, no joy to cravez 
No fears to quell, or ſoul to ſave, 
| Vil. 
*Till then —nor is the boaſting vaig— 
*Till then I beat a Saviour lain : 
And Oh! may this my portion be, 
That Chri/l is not a/ham'd of me. 


HYMN CXCIV. 
The Sun of Righteruſneſt, Mal. iv. 2. 
1. | 
13 * of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the ſhades of death, 
Come! and by thy love's revealing 


Diſſipate the clouds beneath; 


1 

The new heav'n and earth's creator, 
In our deepeſt darkneſs riſe ! 

-Scatt'ring all the night of nature, 
Pouring eye-ſight on our eyes! 

II. 

Still we wait for thine appearing, 
Life and joy thy beams impart, 

Chaſing all our fears and chearing 
Every poor benighted heart; 

Come and manifeſt the favour 
God hath for our ranſom'd race; 


Come ! thou glorious God and Saviour ! 


Come ! and bring the Goſpel-grace ! 
III. 
Save us in thy great compaſſion, 
O thou mild pacific Prince ! 
Give the knowledge of Salvation, 
Give the pardon of our fins; 
By thine all-reſtoring merit, 
Ev'ry burden'd ſoul releaſe, 
Evry weary, wandring ſpirit 
Guide into thy perte& peace. 


H Y M N CXC. 


For a National Faſt. 
I 


OR D, look on all aſſembled here; 


Who in thy preſence ſand, 
To offer up united prayer 
For chis our ſinful land. 
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II. 


Oft have we each in private, pray'd 


Our country migh: find grace. 
Now here the 1iame pctition's made 
In this appointed place. 


III. 


O turn us, turn us mighty Lord, 


By thy reſfiitleſs grace! 
Then ſhall our hearts receive thy word, 
And humbly ſeek thy face. 


IV. 

Great God of Hoſts deliv'rance bring, 
Guide thoſe that hold the helm; 
Support the State; preſerve the King:; 

And ſpare the guilty realm. 


V. 
- Or ſhould the dread decree be paſt, 
And we mult feel thy rod ; 
May faith and patience hold us faſt 
Jo our correcting God. 
VI. 
Whatever be our deſtin'd caſe 
Accept us in thy gen, 
Give us his goſpel, and his grace; 
And then 4 Thy aul be done.“ 
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H Y MN CXCVI. 


F will ing of the mercy of the Lord for ever. 
Pſalm Ixxxix. 1. 
I. 
HY mercy, my God, is the theme of my ſong, 
The joy ot my heart, and the boaſt of my 
tongue: 

Thy free grace, alone, from the firſt to the laſt, 
Hath won my affections, and bound my ſoul faſt. 
FE. 

Without thy ſweet mercy TI could not live here; 
Sin ſoon would reduce me to utter deſpair : 
But thro' thy free goodneſs, my ſpirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, ſtill keeps me alive. 
III. 

Whene'er I go wrong, thy rich mercy begins 
To melt me, and then IT can mourn for my ſins: 

And led by the ſpirit, to es biood, 


My ſorrows are dry'd, and my ſtren geh is renew'd. 
IV 


Thy mercy is more than a match for my heart, 
Which wonders to feel its on hardneſs depart :- 
Diſſolv'd by thy preſence I fall to the ground, 
And weep to the praife of the mercy I've found. 
4 3 

Thy mercy in %%, exempts me ſrom hell; 
Ot thy mercy I'll ſing, of thy mercy I'll tell; 
'was Jeſus my friend, when he hung on the tree, 
That open d the channel of mercy for me. 


Great 


| t 224) 
ll | | VI. 
1 | Great Father of mercies, thy goodneſs I own, 
| And the covenant- love of thy crucify'd ſon : 
l| All praiſe to the Spirit, whoſe whiſpers divine 
Seal mercy, and pardon, and righteouſneſs mine. 


HY M NN CXCVIL 
| £0 
HOU hidden love of Gd, whoſe height, 
Whoſe depth unfathom'd no man knows; 
I ſee from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I figh for thy repoſe : 
My heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, till it find reſt in thee. 
II. 
Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 
That ſtrives with thee my heart to ſhar f 
Oh! tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of every motion there: 
Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repoſe in thee !. 
III. 
O hide this ſelf ſrom me, that I 
No more, but Chrif in me, may live! 
My vile affections crucify, 
Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive : 


In all things nothing may I ſee, 
Nothing deſire, or ſeek, but thee ! 
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| IV. 


O Love! thy ſov'reign aid impart, 


To ſave me from low-thoughted care; 
Chace this ſelf- will through all my heart, 
Through all its latent mazes there: 
Make me thy dnteous child, that J 

Ceaſeleſs may Alba, Father, cry. 
V. 


Each moment, draw from earth away 


My heart that lowly waits thy call; 


Speak to my inmoſt ſoul, and ſay, 


I am thy love, thy, Gd, thy all! 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love, - be all my choice ! 


HY M N CXCVIII. 


A Poſſion Hymn. 
Y 
E that -paſs by, behold the man! 


The man of griefs condemn'd ior you! 


The Lamb of God for finners lain, 


Weeping to Calvary purſue, 
| II. 
See there ! his temples crown'd with thorns ! 
Eis bleeding hands extended wide! 
is bleeding feet transfix'd and torn ! 
The fountain guſhing from his ſide! 
1 "Where 


1 6 -3 
III. 
Where is the King of Glory now : . 
The everlaiting Son of God ? 1] | 
Th' Immortal hangs his languid brow, 2 
Th Almighty faints beneath his load! 3 
lf IV. F 
if Beneath my load he ſaints, he dies] 
| fd his ſoul with pangs unknown, 
I caus'd thoſe mortal groans and cries, 
I killd the Father's only Seu. 
V, 
O thou dear ſuffering S of Cod, 
How doth thy heart to ſinners move ! 
Help me to feel thy precious blood, 
Help me to taſte thy dying love, 


-— 


—_ 


HT NM N CR. 
Make me a clean heart, O God. Pſal. li. 10. 


I. 
For an heart to praiſe my God 7 
An heart from ſin ſet free 
An heart that always tcels thy blood, 
| - So freely ſpilt for me! 
IT, 
10 heart reſign'd, ſubmiſſive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer” $ throne, 
Where only Chr is heard to ſpeak, 
Where Feſus reigns alone: An 
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1 
Ill. 
An humble, broken, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean, 
Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within. 
IV. 

An heart-in every thought renew'd; 
And fill'd with love divine; | 
Perfect. and right, and pure, and good, 

A copy, Lord, of thine, 
V. 
Thy tender heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And melts at human woe ! 
Feſu, for thee diſtreſt I am ; 
I want thy love to know. 
| VI. 
Thy nature, gracious 1 ord, impart, 
Come quickly from above, 
Write thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, beſt name of love. 


HT MN CL 
The Refighation. 
J. 
ND wilt thou yet be found? 
And may | ſtill draw near? 
Then liſten to the plaintive ſound 
Of a poor ſinner's prayer, 


Jeſt 


6 


Jeſi, thine aid afford, 
If ſtill the ſame thou art: 
To thee I look, to thee, my Lora, 
Lift up an helpleſs heart. 
II. 
To reſcue me from woe, 
Thou didit with all things part,; 
Didit lead a ſuff ring life below, 
To gain my worthleſs heart; 
My worthleſs heart to gain, 
The (G-2d4 of all that breathe, 
Was found in faſhion as a man, 
And died a curſed death. 
III. 
And can I yet delay, 
My little all to give! 
To tear my ſoul from earth away, 
For Jeſus to receive? 
Nay, but I yield, I yield! 
can hold out no more; 
I fink, by dying love compell'd, 
And own thee conqueror. 
IV. 
Tho' late, I all forſake, 
My friends, my all reſign : 
Gracious Redeemer, take, O take, 
And ſeal me ever thine, 


Come 
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Come and poſſeſs me whole, 
Nor hence again remove 2 
Settle and fix mv wavering (onal 
With all thy weight of love. 
| V. 
My one deſire be this, 
hy only love to know, 
To ſeek and taite no other bliſs, 
No other good below. 
My life my portion thon, 
Thou all-ſufficient art; 
My hope, mv heavenly treaſure, now 
Enter and keep my heart. 
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HYMN CCL. 


The ſame. 
I. 
That my load of fin were gone! 
O that I could at laſt ſubmit 
At Teſu's feet to lay it down, 
To lay my ſoul at Jeſ#'s feet! 
II. 

When ſhall mine eyes behold the Laub, 
The God of my ſalvation ſee ! 
Weary, O Lord, thou know'ſt I am ; 
Yet flill I cannot come thee, 
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| III. 

Reſt to my ſoul T long to find, 
Saviour, if mine indeed thou art, 
Give me thy meek and lowly mind, | 
And ſtamp tine image on my heart: 4 

IV. | 
Come Lord, the drooping ſinner cheer, 
Nor let thy chariot-wheels delay, 
Appear in my poor heart, appear, 
My God, my Saviour, come away! 


"H- YM N c. 
On the Crucifixion. 


5 
EH OLD the Savizur of mankind, 
Nail'd to the ſhameful tree! 
How vaſt the love that him inclin'd, 
To bleed and die for thee ! 
II. . 
Hark! how he groans, while nature ſhakes, 
And earth's ſtrong pillars bend! 
The temple's veil in ſunder breaks, 
The ſolid marbles rend. 
III. | 
Tis done: the precious ranſom's paid; 
6 Receive my 1ſoul”, he crics ; 
See where he bows his tacred head, 
He bows his head aud dies! 


But 


2 
IV. 
But ſoon he'll break death's envious chain, 

And in full glory ſhine ; 
O Laib of God, was ever pain, 
Was ever love like thine! 


HF N CONE 
To Chriſt our Righteouſneſs. 
I; 
TILL, O my ſoul, prolong 
The never-ceaſing ſong, 
Chr my theme, my hope, my joy; 
His be all my happy days! 
Praiſe my every hour employ, 
Every breath be ſpent in praiſe! 
| 6 
His would I wholly be, 
Who liv'd and died for me; 
Grief was all his life below, 
Pain, and poverty, and loſs ; 
Mine the fins, that bruis'd him fo, 
Scourg'd, and nail d him to the croſs. 
III. 
He bore the curſe of all, 
A ſpotleſs criminal ;. 


Burden' d 
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Burden'd with a world of guilt, 
Blacken'd with imputed fin, 
Man to ſave, his blood he ſpilt, 

Died to make the firmer clean. 


IV. 
Join earth and heaven to bleſs 
The Lord our righteouſneſs ; 
Myſtery of redemption this, 
This the Savigur's ſtrange deſign ; 
Man's offence was counted his, 
Our's his righteouſneſs divine, 
V. 
In him complete we ſhine, 
His life and death is mine: 
Fully am I juſtified, 
Free from ſin and more than free; 
Guiltleſs, ſince for me he died; 
Righteous, ſince he liv'd for me. 
VI. 
Jeſu, to thee I bow, 
Sav'd to the utmoit now; 
O the depth of love divine! 
Who thy wiſdom's ſtore can tell? 
Knowledge infinite is thine, 
All thy ways unſearchable! 


HYMN 
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HYM N CCIV, 


The true Uſe of Mufic. 
* 
OME let us ſing of Jeſu's love, 
This ſhould with life inſpire us, 
This is the theme of thoſe above, 
This upon earth ſhould fire us. 
Say if your hearts are tun'd to ſing, 
Is there a ſubject greater? 
Harmony all its ſtrains may bring, 
Tefurs name is ſweeter, 
IT. 
Jeſus the ſoul of muſic is, 
His is the nobleſt paſſion ; 
Jeſus's name is joy and peace, 
Happineſs and ſalvation : 
Jeſus's name the dead can raiſe, 
Shew us our ſins forgiven ; 
Fill us with all the life of grace, 
"ny us up to heaven. 


III. 
Who hath a right like us to ſing, 
Us whom his mercy railes ? 
Merry our hearts, for Chrift is King, 
Chearful be all our faces, 


G Who 
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Who of his love doth once partake; 
He evermore rejoices ; 

Melody in our hearts we make, 
Melody with our voices. 

IV. 

He that a ſprinkled conſcience hath, 
He that in God is merry; 

& Let him ſing pſalms,“ the Spirit ſaith, 
Joyful and ne'er be weary : 

Offer the ſacrifice of praiſe, 
Hearty and never ceaſing, 

Spiritual ſongs and anthems raiſe 3 
Honor, and thanks, and bleſſing. 

Y. 

Then let us in his praiſes joing 
Triumph in his ſalvation ; 

Glory aſcribe to love divine, 
Worſhip and adoration : 

Heaven already is begun, 

Open'd in each believer : 

| Only believe, and ſtill ſing on, 

Heaven is our's for ever. 


F | HYMN CCV. 
x Goſpel Invitation. 
ET every mortal ear attend, I 
And every heart rejoice, J 
The trumpet of the goſpel ſounds 
With an inviting voice, Ho 
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II. 
Ho! all ye hungry ſtarving ſouls, 
That feed upon the wind, 
And vainly ſtrive with earthly toys, 
To fill an empty mind! 
| IIL 
Eternal wiſdom has prepar'd 
A ſoul-reviving feaſt, 
And bids your longing appetites 
The rich proviſion taſte, 
| IV. 
Ho ! ye that pant for living ſtreams, 
And pine away and die ; 
Here you may quench your raging thirſt, 
With ſprings that never dry, 
V. 
Rivers of love and mercy here 
In a rich ocean join; 
Salvation in abundance flows, 
Like floods of milk and wine, 


VI. 
Ye periſhing and naked poor, 
Who work with mighty pain, 
"A To weave a garment of your own, 
I That will not hide your fin, 


Come 


236) 
| VII. 
Come naked, and adorn your ſouls 
In robes prepar'd by Cod, 
Wrought by the labours of his ſon, 
And dy'd in his own blood. 
VIII. 
Dear Cod! the treaſures of thy love, 
Are everlaſting mines, 
Deep as our helpleſs mis'ries are, 
And boundleſs as our ins ! 
IX. 
The happy gates of goſpel-grace 
Stand open night and day : 
Lord we are come to ſeek ſupplies, 
. And drive our wants away. 


HYMN OCYT. 


Our own weakneſs, and Chriſt our ſtrengths 
2 Cor. xii. 7, 9, 10. 
I. 
ET me but hear my Saviour ſay, 
« Strength ſhall be equal to thy day z'* 
Then I rejoice in deep diſtreſs, 
Leaning on all-ſufficient grace. 
II, 
I glory in infirmity, 
That Chrit's own power may reſt on me 
When I am weak, then 1 am ſtrong, 
Grace is my ſhield, and Chriſt my ſong. 
I can 


— 
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III. 
T can do all things, or can bear 
All ſuf rings if my Lord be there; 
Sweet pleaſures mingle with the pains, 
While his left haud my head ſuſtains, 
IV. 
But if the Zord be once withdrawn,. | 
And we attempt the work alone, 
When new temptations ſpring and riſe, 
We find how great our weakneſs is. 
| V. 
So Sampſon, when his hair was loſt, 
Met the Phlliſtinet to his colt ; 
Shook his vain limbs with ſad ſurprize, 
Made feeble fight, and loſt his eyes. 


HY MN CCVIL © 
Seeking the Paſtures of Chrift the Shepherds. 


Solomon's Song i. 7. 
Fo 
HOU whom my ſoul admires above- 
All earthly joy, and earthly love, 
Tell me, dear Shepherd, let me know, 
Where doth thy ſweeteſt palture gruw? 
II. 

Where is the Shadow of that Rock, 
That from the ſun defends thy flock ? 
Fain would I feed among thy ſheep, 
Among them reſt, among them ſleep. 


Why 


E 


III. 

Why ſhould thy bride appear like one 
That turns aſide to paths unknown ? 
My conſtant feet would never rove, 

Would never ſeek another love. 

IV. 
The footſteps of thy flock I ſee; 
Thy ſweeteſt paſtures here they be; 
A wond'rous fealt thy love prepares, 


Bought with thy wounds, and. groans, and tears. 


V. 
His deareſt fleſh he makes my food, 
And bids me drink his richeſt blood: 
Here to theſe hills my ſoul will come, 
Till my beloved lead me home, | 


RFT M N ent. 
The Traitor ſuing for Pardon. 
1. 

AN AVIOUR, canſt thou love a traitor? 
Canſt thou love a child of wrath? 
Can a hell-deſerving creature 

Be the purchaſe of thy death ? 

Is thy blood ſo efficacious, 

As to make my nature clean ? 

Is thy ſacrifice ſo precious 


As to free my ſoul from ſin? 


Sin 
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II. 


Sin on every hand ſurrounds me, 


No acquittance can I hear? 
Pangs of unbelief confound me, 

Oh! my grief I cannot bear; 
Here then is my reſolution, 

At thy deareſt feet to fall; 
Here I'll meet with condemnation, 
Or a freedom from my thrall. 

III. 
Now deny thy grace and mercy, 
If thou canſt, to wretched me; 
Lay aſide thy love and pity, 
If thou canſt, and let me die; 
If I meet with condemnation, 
Juſtly I deſerve the ſame ; 
If I meet with free ſalvation, 
1 will magnify thy name. 


HYMN CCIX. 


I. 
ö HOU Shepherd of Jſr'el divine, 
The joy of the upright in heart, 

For cloſer communion they pine, 

Still, (till to reſide where thou art; 
The paſture, Oh! when ſhall we find, 

Where all, who their Shepherd obey, 
Are fed on thy boſom reclin'd, 

Are ſkreen'd from the heat of the day. 

Ah!! 


C. 200-3 
IT. 
Ah! ſhew us that happieſt place, 
That place of thy people's abode, 
Where ſaints in an extaſy gaze, 
And hang on a crucity'd God! 
'Thy love for loſt ſinners declare, 
Thy paſſion and death on the tree, 
.Our Spirits to Calvary bear 
To ſuffer and triumph with thee. 
III. 
Tis there with the lambs of thy flock, 
There only we'd covet to reſt, 
To lie at the foot of the rock, 
Or riſe to be hid in thy breaſt; 
"Tis there we would always abide, 
And never a moment depart ; 
Lonceald in the cleft of thy ſide, 
Eternally held in thy heart. 


H Y MN CCX, 
For the Nativity. 


I. 


IFT up your heads in joyful hope, 
. Salute the happy morn; 
Each heavenly pow'r 
Proclaims the glad hour, 
Lo Jeſus the Saviour is born! 
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II. 
All glory be to Cod on high! 
To him all praiſe is due; 
The promiſe is ſeal'd, 
The Saviour's reveal'd, 
And proves that the record is true. 


III. 
Let joy around like rivers flow, 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe; 
Spread o'er the glad earth 
At Feſus his birth, 
For heaven and earth are at peace. 
| IV. 
Now the good-will of heav'n is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race; 
Meſſiah is come , 
To ranſom his own, 


To ſave them by infinite grace. 
V. 
Then let us join the heav'ns above 
Where hymning ſeraphs ſing ; 
Join all the glad pow'rs, 
For their Lord is ours, 
Our Prophet, our Prieſt, and our King. 


H h HYMN 
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HY MM N (CI. 


Invitation of Sinners to Chriſt. 
I. 
For a thouſand tongues to ſing 
My dear Redeemer's praiſe ! 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace, 
| 11. 
My glorious Maſter and my God, 
Aſſiſt me to proclaim, | 
To ſpread through all the earth abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 
III. 
Jefus, the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our ſorrows ceaſe ; 
*Tis muſic in the ſinner's ears, 
*Tis life, and health, and peace. 
| | IV. 
He breaks the power of cancel'd ſin, 
He ſets the priſoner free: 
His blood can make the fouleſt clean; 
His blood avail'd for me 
V. 
He ſpeaks ! and liſtening to his voice, 
New life the dead receive ; 
The mournful broken hearts rejoice ; 
The humble poor believe. 


Hear 


r 
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| VI. 
Hear him, ye deaf: his praiſe ye dumb, 
Your looſen'd tongues employ; 
Ye blind, behold your S2vizur come, 
And leap, ye lame, for joy. 
VII. 
Look unto him ye nations, own 
Your God, ye fallen race; 
Look and be ſav'd thro' faith alone, 


ie juſtify'd by grace. 


HY M N CCXIE 
am determined to know nothing, ſave Jeſus Chriſt, 
and him crucified, 
a 1. 
AIN, deluſive world, adieu, 
With all of creature good; 
Only Feſus I purſue, 
Who bought me with his blood; 
All thy pleaſures I forego, 
T.trample on thy wealth and pride, 
Only 7eſus will J know, 
And 7eſus crucified, 
II. 
Other knowledge I diſdain, 
Tis all but vanity : 
Chriſt, the Lamb of God was flain, 
He taſted death for me: Me 
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Me to fave from endleſs woe, 
The ſin-atoning victim died: 
Only Feſus will I know, 
And Jeſus crucified. 
III. 


Turning to my reſt again, 

The Saviour I adore. 
He relieves my grief and pain, 

And bids me weep no more : 
Rivers of ſalvation flow | 

From his head, his hands, his ſide ; 

Only Jeſus will I know, 

And Jeſus crucified. 

| IV. 

Here will I ſet up my reſt, 

My fluctuating heart, 
From the haven of his breaſt 

Shall never more depart : 
Whither ſhould a ſinner go ? 

His wounds for me ſtand open wide : 

Only Jeſus will I know, 

And Jeſus crucified, 

„„ 

Him to know is life and peace, 

and plcaſure without end; 
This is all my happineſs 

On y to depend: 


Daily 
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Daily i in his grace to gro, 
And ever in his faith abide ; 
Only 7eſus will I know, 
And Jeſus crucified. 
VI. 
Him in all my works I ſeek, 
Who hung upon the tree, 
Only of his love I ſpeak, 
Who freely died for me: 
While I ſojourn here below, 
Of nothing will I think beſide; 
Only Jeſus will I know, 
And 7efus crucified. 


H YM N CCXIIL 


And a Man fhall be as a Hiding- Place, &c. 
Iſaiah xxvii. 2. 
I. 
O the haven of thy breaſt, 
. O Son of man I fly; 
Be my refuge, and my reſt, 
For O the ſtorm is high! 
Save me from the furious blaſt, 
A covert from the tempeſt be! 
Hide me, Feſus, till o' erpaſt 
The ſtorm of life I ſee. 


| Welcome 
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IL. 
Welcome as the water-ſpring 
To a dry barren place, 
O deſcend on me, and bring, 
Thy ſweet refreſhing grace : 
O'er a parch'd and weary land 
As a great rock extends its ſhade, 
Hide me, Saviour, with thine hand, 
And ſcreen my naked head. 
| III 
In the time of my diſtreſs 
Thou haſt my ſuccour been, 
In my utter helpleſſneſs | 
Reſtraining me from fin : 
O how ſwiftly didſt thou move, 
To ſave me in the trying hour! 
Still protect me with thy love, 
And ſhield me with thy power. 


IV. 
Firſt and Laſt in me perform 
The work thou haſt begun; 
Be my ſhelter from the ſtorm, 
My ſhadow from the ſun : 
Sprinkle ſtill the mercy-ſeat : 
And melt Jebovab's anger down; 
Screen me, 7eſu, from the heat 
And terror of his frown, 


Let 
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V. 
Let thy merit as a cloud, 
Still interpoſe between : 
Plead the atonement of thy blood, 
Till I am cleans'd from fin : 
Weary, parched with thirſt, and faigt,, 
Till thou th? abiding Sp4rit breathe, 
Every moment, Lord, I want 
The merit of thy death.. 
VI. 
Never ſhall I want it leſs, 
When thou the gift haſt given, 
Fill'd me with thy righteouſneſs, 
And ſeal'd the heir of heaven, 
I ſhall hang upon my God, 
"Till I thy perfect glory ſee, 
Till the ſprinkling of thy blood 
Hath ſpoke me up to thee. 


H YM N CCXIV.. 
A. poor Sinners 
I: 
E SU, my ſtrength, my hope, 
On thee I calt my. care, 
With humble confidence look up, 


And know thou. heart my pray'r, 
Give: 
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ive me on thee to wait. 
*Till I can all things do: 
On thee almighty to create, 
Almighty to renew. 
II. 
| F want an heart to pray, 
| 'To pray and never ceaſe 
| Never to murmur at thy ſtay, 
| Or wiſh my ſuff rings leſs: 
| This blefling above all, 
Always to pray I want, 
Out of the deep on thee to call, 
But never, never faint. 
| III. 
1 want a true regard, 
A ſingle, ſteady aim, 
(Unmov'd by threatning or reward) 
| To thee and thy great name; 
A. jealous, juſt concern 
For thine immortal praiſe, 
A pure deſire that all may learn, 
And glorify thy grace. 
| IV. 
| I want with all my heart, 
| Thy pleaſure to fulfil ; 
| To know myſelf, and what thou art, 
And what thy perfect will: 


I want 
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L want I know not what, 
IJ want my wants to ſee; 
I want--alas ! what want I not, 
When thou art not in me ? 


HY M N CCXV. 
At the' parting of Chriſtian Friends. 
I. 
LEST be the dear uniting love, 
Which will not let us part: 
Our bodies may far off remove, 
We {till are join'd in heart. 
II. 
Join'd in one ſpirit to our head, 
Where he appoints we go, 
And ſtill in Jeſu's footſteps tread, 
And do his work below, 
III. * 
O let us ever walk in him, 
And nothing know beſide, 
Nothing deſire, nothing eſteem 
But Jeſus crucified. 
IV. 
Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave, 
To his belov'd embrace, 
Expect his fulneſs to receive, 


And grace to anſwer grace. £02 
Ii | While 
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V. 


While thus we walk with Chr//7 in light, 


What ſhall our ſouls disjoin ? 
Souls which himſelf vouchſafes t' unite 
In fellowſhip divine. 
VL 
We all are one, who him receive, 
And each with each agree; 
In him, the way, the Truth we live, 
Bleſt point of unity ! 
VII. 
Partakers of the Saviour's grace, 
The ſame in mind and heart, 


Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place, 55 


Nor life nor death can part. 
VIII. 
But let us haſten to the day, 
Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore ; 
When death ſhall all be done away, 
And bodies part no more. 


H Y M N CCXVL 
The real and fancied Heaven. 
I. | 
AR above yon glorious ceiling 
Of the azure vaulted ſky, 
Feſus ſits, his grace revealing 
To the ſplendid troops on high. 


Hoſts 
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II. 

Hoſts ſeraphic, humbly bowing 
At his footſtool humbly fall, 

Saints and angels, all avowing 
Ged in Chri/t, their All in All. 

ILL. 

Could we leave our fooliſh dreaming 
Ot a fancied neav'n below; 

And ſee %s glory beaming 

How our ſouls would long to go! 


HY M N CCXVI. 
The Witneſs of the Spirit, Rom. viii. 14: 
I. 
HY ſhould the children of a king 
Go mourning all their days? 
Great Comforter, deſcend and bring 
Some tokens of thy grace. 
| II. 
Doſt thou not dwell in all the ſaints, 
And ſeal the heirs of heav'n? 
When wilt thou baniſh my complaints, 
And ſhew my ſins forgiv'n ? 
| III, 
Aſſure my conſcience of her part 
In the Redeemer's blood; 
And bear thy witneſs with my heart, 
That 1 am born of Gad. 


Thou 
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IV. 

Thou art the earneſt of his love, 
The pledge of joys to come; 
And thy ſoft wings, celeſtial dove, 

Will ſafe convey me home, 


H YM N CCXVIIL 


Hepe in the Covenant. Heb. vi. 17—19. 
J. 
OW oft have ſin and Satan ſtrove 
F To rend my ſoul from thee, my God? 
But everlaſling is thy love, 
And Feſus ſeals it with his blood. 
Il. 
The oath and promiſe of the Lord, 
Join to confirm the wond'rons grace; 
Eternal pow'r performs the word, 
And fills all heav'n with endleſs praiſe. 
III. 
Amidſt temptations ſharp and long, 
My ſoul to this dear refuge flies; 
Hope is my anchor, firm and ſtrong, 
While tempeſts blos, and billows riſe. 
IV. 
The goſpel bears my ſpirit up; 
A faithful and unchanging God 
Lays the foundation for my hope, 
In Oaths, and Promiſes, and Blood. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCXIX. 


Character of the Children of God, from ſeveral 
Scriptures. 


J. 


S new- born babes deſire the breaſt | 
To feed, and grow, and thrive ; 
So faints with joy the goſpel taſte, 
And by the goſpel live. 
II. 
With inward joy their heart approves, 
All that the Word relates; 
They love the men their Father loves, 
And hate the works he hates. 
III. 
Not all the flatt'ring baits on earth, 
Can make them flaves to luſt; 
They can't forget their heav'nly birth, | 
Nor grovel in the duſt. 
IV. 
Not all the chains that tyrants uſe, 
Shall bind their ſouls to vice; 
Faith, like a conqu'ror, can produce 
A thouſand victories, 
| V. 
Grace, like an uncorrupted ſeed, 
Abides and reigns within; 
Immortal principles forbid 


The ſons of God to ſin. 


— — — — — 


Not 
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VI. 
Not. by the terrors of a ſlave 
Do they perform his will 
But, with the nobleſt pow'rs they have,. 
His ſweet commands fulfil. 
VII, 
They find acceſs at ev'ry hour 
To ed within the veil ; 
Hence they derive a quick ning pow'r, 
And joys that never fail, 
VIII. 
O happy ſouls! O glorious ſtate 
Of over- flowing grace! 
To dwell ſo near their Fathei's ſeat, 
And ſee his lovely face ! 


H Y M N. CCXX. 
Chriſt appearing to his Church, and ſeeking ber 
Company. Sol. Song tl. 8 — 13. 
I. 
HE voice of my Beloved ſounds 
Over the rocks and riſing grounds 
O'er hills of guilt, and ſeas of grief, 
He leaps, he flies to my relief. 
IT, 
| Now, thro” the veil of fleſh I ſee, 
| With eyes of love he looks at me; 
Now in the goſpel's cleareſt glaſs, 
He ſhews the beauties of his face. 


Cently 
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III. 
Gently he draws my heart along, 
Both with his beauties and his tongue: 
& Riſe, ſaith my Lord, make haſte away, 
„No mortal joys are worth thy ſtay. 
IV. 
„The Jewiſh wint'ry ſtate is gone, 
« The miſts are fled, the ſpring comes on, 
The ſacred turtle dove we hear 
& Proclaim the new, the joyful year. 
* 
n Th' immortal vine of heav'nly root 
ce Bloſſoms and buds, and gives her fruit.“ 
Lo, we are come to taſte the wine; 
Our ſouls rejoice, and bleſs the vine. 
VI. 
And when we hear our Jeſut ſay, 
« Kiſe up my love, make haſte away!“ 
Our hearts would fain -out-fly the wind, 
f And leave all earthly loves behind. 


HVYVMN CCXXL 


The Coronation of Chriſt, and Eſpouſals of the 
Church. Sol, Song iii. 11. 
J. 

Aughters of Sion, come, behold 

The crown of honor and of gold, 
Which the glad church with joys unknown, 
Plac'd on the head of Solomon. | 

Jeſurs 
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IT. 
Feſus, thou everlaſting king, 
Accept the tribute which we bring; 
Accept the well-deſerv'd renown, 
And wear our praiſes as thy crown, 
III. 
Let ev'ry act of worſhip be 
Like our eſpouſals, Lord, to thee ; | 
Like the dear hour when from above 
We firſt receiv'd thy pledge of love. 
IV. 
The gladneſs of that happy day! 
Our hearts would wiſh it long to ſtay 
Nor let our faith forſake its hold ; 
Nor comfort fink, nor love grow cold. 
V. 
May each bleſt minute as it flies, 
Increaſe thy praiſe, improve our joys! 
Till we are rais'd to ſing thy name, 
At the great ſupper of the Lamb. 
VI. 
O that the months would roll away, 
And bring that coronation day! 
The King of grace ſhall fill the throne, 
With all his Father's glories on. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCXXII. 


Chriſt's Compaſſion to the Weak and Tempted. 
Heb. iv. 16. and Mat. xii. 20. 
| I, 
ITH joy we meditate the grace, 
Of our High-Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 
IT; 
Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame; 
He knows what ſore temptations mean, 
For he hath felt the ſame 
III. 
He in the days of feeble fleſh, 
Pour'd out his cries and tears, 
And in his meaſure feels afreſh, 
What ev'ry member bears. 
| IV. 
He'll never quench the ſmoaking flax, 
But raiſe it to a flame; 


The bruiſed reed he never breaks, 


Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name, 
| V, 
Then let our humble faith addreſs, 
His mercy and his pow'r, 
We ſh:ll obtain deliv'ring grace, 


In the diſtreſſing hour. 
K k HYMN 
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HY M N CCXXIII. 


The Church's Beauty in the Eyes of Chriſt, 
| Sol. Song, iv. 1, 7. 


I. 
IND is the ſpeech of Chrif our Lord, 
Affection ſounds in ev'ry word 
« Lo, thou art fair, my love, he cries ; 
« Bound to my heart by thouſand ties.” 
IT. 
Thou art all fair, my bride, to me, 
« J will behold no ſpot in thee.” 
What mighty wonders love performs, 
That puts a comelineſs on worms! 
III. 
Defil'd and loathſome as we are, 
He makes us white, and calls us fair; 
Adorns us with that heav'nly dreſs, 
His own unſpotted righteouſneſs. 


H Y M N CCXXIII. 


The Names and Titles of Chriſt, from ſeveral 


Scriptures. 


I. 
, IS from the treaſures of his word, 
I borrow titles for my Lord; 
Nor art, nor nature, can ſupply 
Sufi cient forms of majeſty. 


Bright 
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it, 
Bright Image of the Father's face, 
Shining with undiminiſh'd rays; 
Th' eternal God's eternal Son, 
The Heir and Part'ner of his throne. 


III. 
The King of Kings, the Lord moſt high, 


Writes his own name upon his thigh: 
He wears a garment dipt in blood, 
And breaks the nations with his rod. 


IV. 
Where grace can neither melt nor move, 


The Lamb reſents his injur'd love, 
Awakes his wrath without delay, 
And Judah's lion tears the prey. 


V. 
But when for works of peace he comes, 


What winning titles he aſſumes ! 

„Light of the World, and Life of Men ;" 

Nor bears theſe characters in vain, 
VI. 

With tender pity in his heart, 

He acts the Mediator's part; 

A friend and brother he appears, 

And well fulfils the names he bears. 


VII. 
At length the Judge his throne aſcends, 


Divides the rebels from his friends, 
And ſaints in full ſruition prove, 


His rich variety of love. HYMN 
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H Y M N CCXXIV. 


The Death and Burial of a Saint. 
I. 


Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 
*Tis but the voice that 7eſus ſends 
To call them to his arms. 
II. 
Are we not tending upward too, 
As faſt as time can move? 


HY do we mourn departed friends? 


1 7. * 


FRAY . * a 


Why ſhou'd we wiſh the hours more ſlow, i 


To keep us from our love ? 
III. 
Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb? 
There the dear fleſh of Feſus lay, 
And left a long perfume. 
IV. 

The graves of all his ſaints he bleſs'd, 
And ſoften'd ev'ry bed: | 
Where ſhould the dying members reſt, 

But with the dying Head? 
V. 

Thence he aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our get the way: 
Up to the Lord our fleſh ſhal! fly, 
At the great riſing-day. 


Then 
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VI. 
Then let the laſt loud trumpet ſound, 
And bid our kindred rile; 
Awake, ye nations, under ground, 
Ye ſaints, aſcend the ſkies. 


H Y M N CCXXV, 


A Morning Song. 
I. 
. more, my ſoul, the riſing day 
Salutes thy waking eyes; 
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay, 
To him that rolls the ſkies, 
II. 
Night unto night his name repeats, 
The day renews the ſound, 
Wide as the heav'n on which he ſits, 
To turn the ſeaſons round. 
III. 
"Tis he ſupports my mortal frame, 
My tongue ſhall ſpeak his praiſe; 
My ſins would rouſe his wrath to flame, 
And yet his wrath delays. 
IV; 
Great God, let all my hours be thine, 
Whilſt I enjoy the light ; 
Then ſhall my fun in ſmiles decline, 
And bring a pleaſant night. 
HYMN 
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56 
For the Lord's Day 
I. 
ELCOME ſweet day of reſt, 
That ſaw the Lord ariſe ; 
Welcome to this reviving breaſt, 
And theſe rejoicing eyes ! 
II. 
The King himſelf comes near, 
And feaſts his ſaints to-day; 
Here we may fit, and ſee him here, 
And love, and praiſe, and pray, 


III. 
One day within the place, 


Where my dear God hath been, 
Is ſweeter than ten thouſand days, 
Of pleaſurable fin. 


IV. 
My willing ſoul would ſtay, 


In ſuch a frame as this, 
And ſit, and ſing, herſelf away, 
To everlaſting bliſs. 


H Y M N CCXXVII 


The Sight of God and Chriſt in Heaven. 
I. 
For a ſight, a pleaſing ſight, 
Of our Almighty Father's throne! 
There fits our Saviour crown'd with light, 
Cloath'd in a body like our own, 


Adoring 
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II. 
Adoring ſaints around him ſtand, 
And thrones and pow'rs before him fall; 
The Gd ſhines gracious thro* the man, 
And ſh:ds ſweet glories on them all! 
III. 
O what amazing joys they feel, 
While to their golden harps they ſing! 
And fit on ev'ry heavnly hill, 
And ſpread the triumphs of their King! 
IV. 
When ſhall the day, dear Lerd, appear, 
That I ſhail mount to dwell above, 
And ſtand and bow amongſt 'em there, 
And view thy face, and ing, and love? 


H Y M N CCXXVIII. 


Redemption by Price and Power. 


I. 
ES US, with all thy ſaints above, 
My tongue would bear her part, 
Would ſound aloud thy ſaving love, 
And ſing thy bleeding heart. 
II. 
Bleſs'd be the Lamb, my ſuff ring Lord, 
Who bought me with his blood, 
And quench'd his Father's flaming ſword, 
In his own vital flood. The 
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III. 
The Lamb that freed my captive ſou}, 
From Satan's heavy chains; 
And made my wounded conſcience whole, 
And waſh'd out all its ſtains ! 
IV. 
All glory to the dying Lamb, 
And never-ceaſing praiſe ! 
While angels live to know his name, 
Or ſaints to feel his grace. 


H YM N CCXXIX. 


Glory and Grace in the Perſon of Chrift, 
I. 
OW to the Lord a noble ſong! 
Awake, my ſoul; awake my tongue: 

Heoſanna to th' eternal name, 
And all his boundleſs love proclaim. 

II. 
See where it ſhines in Jeſus face, 
The brighteſt image of his grace; 
God's pow'r and wiſdom, in his Son, 
Have all creation's works outſhone. 

III. 
The ſpacious earth, and ſpreading flood, 
Proclaim the wiſe and pow'rful Co, 
And thy rich glories from afar, 
Sparkle in ev'ry rolling ſtar. 
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IV. 
Saints in his looks a glory trace, 
The perfect image of thy face; 
The pleaſing luſtre of his eyes, 
Exceeds the ſplendor of the ſkies. 

V. 
Grace ! 'tis a ſweet, a charming theme; 
My thoughts rejoice at Jeſus name 
Ye angels dwell upon the ſound ; 
Ye heav'ns reflect it to the ground! 

VI. 
Oh, may I live to reach the place, 
Where he unveils his lovely face! 
Where all his beauties you behold, 
And ſing his name to harps of gold! 


RAT N N CCXXX. 


Love to the Creatures dangerous. 
I 


How falſe, and yet how fair ! 

Each pleaſure hath its poiſon too 

And ev'ry ſweet a ſnare. 

II. 

The brighteſt things below the ſky, 

Give but a flatt'ring light; 
We ſhould ſuſpect ſome danger nigh, 

Where we poſſeſs delight. 

LI 


OW vain are all things here below! 


Our 
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Our deareſt joys, and neareſt friends, 
The partners of our blood, 
How they divide our wav'ring minds, 
And leave but half for God / 
III. 
The fondneſs of a creature's love, 
How ſtrong it ſtrikes the ſenſe ; 
Thither the warm affections move, 
Nor can we call them thence. 
IV. 

Dear Saviour, let thy beauties be 
Our ſoul's eternal food; | 
And grace command our hearts away, 

From all created good. 


H YM N CCXXXE 
The Glory of Chriſt in Heaven. 
I. 
H, the delights, the heav'nly joys! 
The glories of the place : 
Where 7e/us ſheds the brighteſt beams, 
Of his o'erflowing grace! 
II. 
Sweet Majeſty and awful Love, 
Sit ſmiling on his brow; 
And all the glorious ranks above, 
At humble diſtance bow. 
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III. 
Princes to his imperial name, 
Bend their bright ſceptres down; 
Dominions, thrones, and pow'rs rejoices 
To ſee him wear the crown. 
| IV. 
Archangels ſound his loftieſt praiſe, 
Thro' ev'ry heav'nly ftrect, 
And lay their higheſt honors down 
Submiſſive at his feet. 
V. 
Thoſe ſoft, thoſe bleſſed feet of his, 
That once rude iron tore, 
High on a throne of light they ſtand; 
And all the ſaints adore. 
VI. 
His head, the dear majeſtic head, 
That cruel thorns did wound, 
See what immortal glories ſhine, 
And circle it around! 
VII. 
This is the Man, ch' cxalted Man, 
Whom we unſeen adore; 
But when our eyes behold his face, 
Our hearts ſhall love him more. 


HYMN 
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HY MN CCXXXIL 
God all, and in all. Pſal. Ixxiii. 25. 


* 
cod, my life, my love, 
To thee, to thee 1 call; 
J cannot live, if thou remove, 
For thou art All in All. 
II. 
Thy ſhining grace can cheer 
This dungeon where I dwell : 
"Tis Paradiſe when thou art here; 
If thou depart, tis hell. 


III. 
The ſmilings of thy face, 
How amiable they are 
*Tis heav'n to reſt in thy embrace, 
And no where elſe but there. 
IV. 


To thee, and thee alone, 
The angels owe their bliſs; 

They fit around thy gracious throne, 
And dwell where Jeſus is. 


V. 
Not all the harps above, 
Can make a heav'nly place, 
If God his reſidence remove, | 
Or but conceal his face. Nor 
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VI. 
Nor earth, nor all the ſky, 
Can one delight afford ; 
No, not a drop of real joy, 


Without thy preſence, Lord. 
VII. 


Thou art the ſea of love, 

Where all my pleaſures roll ; 
The circle where my paſſions move, 

And centre of my ſoul, 

VIII. 

To thee my ſpirits fly, 

With infinite deſire: 
And yet, how far from thee I lie! 

Dear eſus, raiſe me high'r. 


H Y MM N CCXXXIIL 


The ſame as the 148th Pſalm, 
I 


HE Lord 7ehovah reigns, 


His throne is built on high ; 


The garments he aſſumes, 
Are light and majeſty. 
His glories ſhine 
With beams ſo bright, 

No mortal eye 
Can bear the fight. 


The 
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II. 
The thunders of his hand 
Keep the wide world in awe; 
His wrath and juſtice ſtand 
To guard his holy law; 
And where his love 
Reſolves to bleſs, 
His truth confirms 
And ſeals his grace. 


III. 

Thro' all his ancient works 
Surpriſing wiſdom Hines, 
Confounds the pow'rs of hell, 

And breaks its curs'd deſigns :; 
Strong is his arm, 
And ſhall fulfil 
His great decrees, 
His ſov'reign will, 
IV. 
And can this mighty King 
Of Glory condeſcend ? 
And will he write his name, 
My Father and my Friend? 
I love his name, 
J love his word! 
Join all my pow'rs, 
To praiſe the Lord. 
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H Y M N CCXXXIV. 


Jeſus the Source of every Good. 
i I, 
| AMB of Gov, we fall before thee, 
3 Humbly truſting in thy croſs: 
That alone be all our glory, 

All things elſe are dung and droſs. 
Thee we own a perfect Saviour, 

Only ſource of all that's good: 
Ev'ry grace and ev'ry favour, 

Come to us thro' Fe/u's blood! 


II. 
Feſus gives us true repentance, 


By his $p7rit ſent from heav'n, 
Jeſus whiſpers this ſweet ſentence, 
“Son, thy ſins are all forgiven :” 
Faith he gives us to believe it; 
Grateful hearts his love to prize. 
Want we wiſdom ? he muſt give it, | 
Hearing ears, and ſeeing eyes. 
III. 
; Jeſus gives us pure affections, 
| Wills to do what he requires; 
Makes us follow his directions, 
And what he commands, inſpires, . 
All our pray'rs, and all our praiſes, 
Rightly offer'd in his name; 
He that dictates them is Fe/ir, 
He that anſwers is the fame. When 
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IV. 
When we live on 7e/ws merit, 

Then we worſhip God aright : 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 
| Then we ſavingly unite, * 
| This the whole concluſion of it, 
Great or good, whate'er we call; 
God, or & ang, Or Prieſi Or Prophet, 
| Feſus Chriſt is all in all. 


| H YM N CCXXXV. 
| I. 
A IL, thou once deſpiſed Jeſus ! 
Hail, thou Galilean Ring! 
Who didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who didſt free ſalvation bring. 
Hail, thou glorious God and Saviour ! 
Who haſt borne our ſin and ſhame, 
By whoſe merits we 'find favour, 
Life is given thro* thy name. 
IT. 
Paſchal Lamb, by God appointed, 
All our ſins were on thee laid; 
By almighty Love anointed, 
Thou haſt full atonement made. 
Ev'ry ſin may be forgiven 
Thro' the virtue of thy blood; 


| Open'd is the gate of heaven, 
| Peace is made *twixt man and Ged. 


. 
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III. 
Feſus, hail, enthron'd in glory! 
There for ever to abide : 
All the heav'nly hoſts adore thee, 
Seated by thy Father's ſide ; 
There for finners thou art pleading, 
Spare them yet another year,” 
Thou for ſaints art interceding, 
Till in glory they appear, 
VI. 
Worſhip, honour, power and bleſſing, 
Chriſi is worthy to receive 
Loudeſt praiſes without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give. 
Help ye bright angelic ſpirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays, 


Help to ſing our Jeſu's merits, 


Help to chaunt Emmanuel's praiſe, 


HY M N CCXXXVI. 


That ye may know that ye have eternal Life. 
1 John v. 23. 


I. 
ITHOUT the preſence of my God, 
Dead to the ſenſe of pard'ning blood; 
It cannot be my troubled mind 
Should any peace or comfort find. 
M m How 
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II. 
How can my ſoul refuſe to mourn, 
Until the Corforter return? 
How can my ſpirit be at reſt, 
Till Chriſt appear to make me bleſt ? 
III. 
But tho' thou long thyſelf refrain, 
I'll wait, for other help is vain; 
For retuge where can ſinners run, 
To whom, © Lord, but thee alone? 
IV. 
Thou, who for ſinners once waſt ſlain, 
Once dead, but now alive again; 
Give me to know, to taſte, to prove, 


The power and ſweetneſs of thy love. 
V. | 


| Give me to feel my fins forgiv'n, 


And know myſelf an heir of heav'n ; 
My conſcience ſprinkle with thy blood ; 
And fill me with the love of God. 


H Y M N CCXXXVIL 


An Evening Hymn. Cant. iii. 1. 
J. 
HE hour of ſleep, my God's at hand, 
My ſpirit calls for reſt; 
Oh that my pillow may be found, 
The dear Redeemer's breaſt! 
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II. 
This night my longing ſoul with Chrift, 
Would take up her abode; 
I would be happily diveſt, 
Of every thing but Cod. 
III. 
The nightly watches wou'd I ſpend, 
In fellowſhip above; 
And hold communion with my Lord, 
And feaſt upon his love. 


IV 
Whilſt in the hours of deep repoſe, 
My ſpirit ſeeks to fly; 
Where Jeſus keeps his heav'nly feaſt, 
And banquet in the ſky. 
V. 
When dead unto the world I am, 
I'd be alive to God, 
And reſt my ſoul in his embrace, 
Who bought me with his blood. 
VI. 
O may I then of Chi this night, 
Be happily poſſeſt; 


| Have angel-troops ſurround my bed, 


And Jeſus for my guelt! 


HYMN 
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HY MM N CCXXXVIII. 


Chriſt knocking at the door of the heart. Rev. iii. 20. 
I. 
EHOLD a ſtranger at the door, 
He gently knocks, hath knock'd before. 
Hath waited long; he's waiting till ; 
You'd treat no other friend ſo ill. 
II. 
Oh, lovely attitude! he „lands 
With melting heart and loaded hands; 
Oh matchleſs kindneſs ! and he ſhews 
This matchlefs kindneſs to his foes. 
| III. 
But will he prove a friend indeed ? 
He will, the very friend you need; 
The Man of Nazareth, 'tis he! 
With garments dy'd on Calvary. 
IV. | 
Riſe, touch'd with gratitude divine, 
Turn out his enemy and thine ; 
That hateful, hell-born monſter, ſin, 
And let the heavenly ſtranger in. 
V. 
Admit him cer his anger burn, 
His feet departed ne'er return; 
Admit him, or the hour's at hand, 
Yow'll at his door rejected ſtand; 


Yet 
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VI. 
Yet know, 'nor of the terms complain, 
If Feſus comes, he comes to reign ; 
To Teign, and with no partial ſway ; 
Thoughts mult be ſlain that diſobey. 
VIL. 


Sov'reign of ſouls, thou Prince of Peace, 


Oh, may thy heav'nly reign increaſe ! 


Throw wide the door, each willing mind, 


And be thine empire all mankind; 


HYMN CCXXXIX. 


God all-ſufficient to fave to the uttermyſt. 
I. 


T any thing too hard for G? 


What won't he for his children do? 


Dear in his ſight is Je/u's blood, 
And dear the purchaſe of it too. 
IT, 
Our ev'ry want he will ſupply, 
All difficulties can remove; 
For us he gave his ſon to die, 
And can he now forget to love ? 
III. 
Tho' in ourſelves deform'd we are, 
Loathſome, polluted, and unclean; 
Our God in Chriſt beholds us fair, 
( Spotleſs, and free from guilt and ſin. 


All 
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IV. 
All things are poſſible with God, 
He's ready all things us to give 
Our ſouls condemn'd he ſav'd with blood, 
And now he gives us to believe. 
| | V. 
What further doſt thou want, my ſoul ? 
What ſtrength, what holineſs, what peace ? 
If thou art not of Jeſus full, 
Behold he gives thee grace for grace. 
VI. 
Believe, and aſk whate'er thou wilt, 
Believing, aſk, thou ſhalt obtain ; 
For, lo! Immanuel's blood was ſpilt, 
Becauſe thou ſhould'ſt not aſk in vain, 


H Y M-N _ CCXL. 
The Pilgrim. 
F. 
ENCE buſy world with all thy care, 
With all thy ſhew of good or fair, 
Or beautiful or great; 
Stand with thy flighted charms aloof, 
Nor dare t' approach my peaceful roof, 
Nor trouble my retreat. 
II. 
Far from thy mad fantaſtic ways, 
J here have found a lodging-place ; 
A poor way-faring man! 


Calm 
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Calm as a hermit in his grot, 
I here enjoy my happy lot, 
And ſolid pleaſure gain. 


III. 
Along the hills and dewy mead, 


In ſweet forgetfulneſs I tread ; 
Or wander thro? the grove ; 
Like Adam in his native ſeat, 
In all his works my Gd I'd meet, 
The object of my love. 
IV. 
J ſee his beauty in the flower, 

To ſhade my walks or deck my bower, 
His love and wiſdom join; 
Him in the feather'd choir I hear, 
And own while all my ſoul is ear, 

The muſic is divine. 


| V. 
In yon unbounded ſpace I ſee, 


A ſketch of his immenſity, 

Who ſpread thoſe ample ſkies ; 
Whoſe preſence makes that happy place, 
And opens in the wilderneſs, 


An earthly Paradiſe, 


VI. 
O would he now himſelf impart, 


And plant his Eden in my heart, 
The ſenſe of fins forgiven ; 
How would I then throw off my load, 
And walk delightfully with Gad, 
And follow Crit to heaven! 


e 


H Y'M N  CCXLE 
No abiding city upon Earth. 
I. 
EADER of faithful ſouls, and Guide 
Ot all that travel to the ſky; 
Come, and with us, ev'n us abide, 
Who would on thee alone rely; 
On thee alone our ſpirits ſtay, 
While held in life's uneven way. 
IT. 
Strangers and pilgrims here below, 
This- earth, we know, is not our place; 
And haſten thro' the vale of woe, 
And reſtleſs to behold thy face ; 
Swift to our heav'nly country move, 
Our everlaſting home above, 
III. 
We have no biding city here, 
But ſeek a country out of ſight: 
Thither our ſteady courſe we ſteer; 
Aſpiring to the plains of light; 
Jeruſalem, the ſaints' abode, 
Whoſe founder is the living Cod. 
IV. 
Patient th' appointed race to run, 
This weary world we calt behind; 
From ſtrength to ſtrength we travel on, 
The New Jeruſalem: to find; | 


Ei 
Our labor this, our only aim, 
To find the New Jerufalem. 
V. 
Thro' thee, who all our ſins haſt borne, 
Freely and graciouſly forgiven, 
With ſongs to Sion we return, 
Contending for our native heaven; 
That palace of our glorious: King, 
We find it nearer while we ing. 
VI. 
Rais'd by the breath of Love divine, 
We urge our way with ſtrength renew'd : 
The church of the firſt-born to join, 
We travel to the Mount of God: 
With joy upon our heads we riſe, 
To meet our captain in the ſkies. 


H Y M N CCXLII 
Pardon. brought to our Senſes, 
I. 

ORD, how divine thy comforts are ! 
L How heav'nly is the place, 
Where Feſus ſpreads the ſacred: feaſt 

Of his redeeming Grace ! 


| II. 
There the rich bounties of our God, 


And ſweeteſt glories ſhine ; 
There Jeſus ſays, that I am his, 
And my Beloved's mine. 


Nn Here, 
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III. 
Here, (ſays the kind redeeming Lord, 
And ſhews his wounded ſide) 
See here the Spring of all your Joys, 
That open'd when I dy'd ! 
IV. 
He ſmiles, and cheers my mournful heart, 
And tells of all his pain : 
All this, ſays he, I bore for thee, 
And then he ſmiles again, 
V. 
What ſhall we pay our heavnly Xing, 
For grace ſo vaſt as this? 
He brings our pardon to our eyes, 
And ſeals it with a kiſs. 
VI, 
To him that waſh'd us in his blood, 
Be everlaſting praiſe, 
Salvation, honor, glory, pow'r, 
Eternal as his days. 


H Y M N CCXLIII. 


For the New Year. 
I. 
OME, let us ane w, 


Our journey purſue, 
With vigor ariſe, 


And preſs to our permanent place in the ſkies. 


Of 
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II. 
Of heavenly birth, 
Tho' wand'ring on earth, 
This is not our place, 
But ſtrangers and pilgrims ourſelves we confeſs. 
III. 
At Jeſus's call, 
We'd give up our all; 
And ſtill we forego, 
For Jeſus's ſake, our enjoyments below; 
IV. 
No longing we find, 
For the country behind, 
But onward we move, 


And ſtill we are ſeeking a country above. 
V. 
A country of joy, 
Without any alloy, 
We thither repair, 
Our heart and our treaſure already are tliere. 


VI. | 
We march hand in hand, 


To Immanue['s land, 
No matter what cheer 


We meet with on earth, for eternity's near, 


VII. 
The rougher our way, 


The ſhorter our ſtay, 
The troubles that come, 
Shall come to our reſcue, and haſten us home. 
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VIII. 
The fiercer the blaſt, 
The ſooner *tis paſt, 
The tempeſts that riſe, 


Shall gloriouſly hurry our ſouls to the ſkies, 


H Y M N CCXLIV. 


For the Lord's Day. 


I. 
OME, let us join with one accord, 
In Hymns around the throne ! 
This is the day our riſing Lord 
Hath made and call'd his own. 
II. 
This is the day which God hath bleſt, 
The brighteſt of the ſeven; 
Type of that everlaſting reſt, 
The ſaints enjoy in heaven. 
III. 


Then let us in his name ſing on, 


And haſten to that day, 
When our Redeemer ſhall come down, 
And ſhadows paſs away. 
IV. 
Not one but all our days below, 
Let us in Hymns employ ; 
And in our Lord rejoicing, g0 
To his eternal joy. 
HYMN 


( 28g ) 


HY M N CCXLV. 


After a Rulapſe into Sin. 
| x 
ESU, to thee I now can fly, 
On whom my help is laid, 
Oppreſt by ſins, I lift mine eye, 
And ſee the ſhadows fade. 
II. 
Soon as I find myſelf forſook, 
The grace again is given; 
A ſigh will reach thine heart, a look 
Will bring thee down from heaven. 
© + GY 
Believing on my Lord, I find 
A ſure and preſent aid ; 
On thee alone my conſtant mind, 
Be every moment ſtaid. 
| IV. 
Whate'er in me ſeems wiſe or good, 
Or ſtrong, I here difclaim ; 
I waſh my garments in the blood 
Of the atoning Lamb. 
V. 
Jeſus, my ftrength, my life, my reſt, 
On thee will I depend, 
Till fammon'd to the marriage-feaſt, 


Where faith in ſight {ſhall end. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CCXLVI. 


A review of God's mercies. 


I, 
HEN all the mercies of my God, 
My rifing ſoul ſurveys, 
Why, my cold heart, art thou not leſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe ? 
II. 
Thy providence, my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt 
While in the ſilent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 
III. 
To all my weak complaints and eries 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 
E'er yet my feeble thoughts had learn'd 
To form themſelves in prayer. 
| IV. 
Unnamber'd comforts on my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before mine infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd, 
V. 
When in the ſlippery paths of youth 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 
Thine arm. unſeen, convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man, 


'Thro? 


1 
VI. 


Thro' hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 


It gently clear'd my way, 
And thro' the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


VII. 
Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 


My daily thanks employ : 

Nor is the leaſt a chearful heart 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 

VIIL. 

Thro' every period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; 

And after death in diſtant worlds 
The pleaſing theme renew, 


IX. 
Thro all eternity to thee 


A grateful ſong I'Il raiſe 
But O eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


H YM N CCXLVI. 


The Lord's goodneſs traced, 
I. 
HEE 7e/us alone 
The fountain J own 
Of my life and felicity here, 
And chearfully ſing 
My Redeemer and King, 


Till his ſign in the heavens appear. 


With 
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II. 
With thanks I rejoice 
In the fatherly choice 
Of my ſtate and condition below, 
If of parents I came, 
Who honor'd thy name, 
"Twas thy wiſdom appointed it ſo. 
IIT. 
I ſing of thy grace 
From my earlieſt days, 
Ever near to allure and defend, 
Hitherto thou haſt been 
My preſerver from in, 


And I know thou wilt ſave to the end. 


IV. 
Oh! the infinite cares, 
And temptations and ſnares, 


Thine hand hath conducted me through; 


Oh! the bleſſings beſtow'd 
By a bountiful God, 
And the mercies eternally new ! 
V. 
What a mercy is this, 
What an heaven of bliſs ! 
How unſpeakable happy am I! 
Gather'd into the fold, 
With thy people enroll'd, 


| 
| 
With thy people to live and to die. 
| 
| 
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VI. 
All honor and praiſe 


Lo the Father of grace, 
To the Spirit and Sen I return 
The buſineſs purſue 
He hath call'd me to do, 
And rejoice that I ever was born, 


VIL. 
My remnant of days 


I wou'd ſpend in his praiſe, 
Who died a loſt world to redeem ;. 
Be they many or few, 
My days are his due, 
And they all are devoted to him. 


H Y M N CCXLVII. 


Saints come out of great Tribulation, Rev. vii. 13. 


I. 
HO are thoſe array'd in white, 


Brighter than the noon-day ſun, 
Foremoſt of the ſens of light, 
Neareſt to th' eternal throne ? 
Theſe are they that bore the croſs, 
Nobly for their Maſter ſtood, 
Suff'rers in his righteous cauſe, 
Foll'wers of their dying God. 


II, 
Out of great diſtreſs they came, 


Waſh'd their robes, by faith below, 
In the blood of yonder Lamb, 
Blood that waſhes white as ſnow, 
Oo Therefore 
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1 Therefore are they next the throne, 
| Serve their Maker day and night, 
| God reſides among his own, 
| Cod doth in his faints delight. 
| III. 
| 


More than conquerors at laſt, 
Here they find their trials o'er, 
They have all their ſufferings paſt; 
Hunger now and thirſt no more ; 
No exceflive heat they feel 
From the ſun's directed ray, 
In a milder clime they dwell, 
Region of eternal day. 


| IV. 
He that on the throne doth reign, 


Them. the Lamb ſhall always feed, 
With the tree of life ſuſtain, 

Ta the living fountains lead ; 
He ſhall all their ſorrows chaſe, 

All their wants. at once remove, 


Wipe the tears from every face, 
Fill up every Soul with love. 


HYMN CCXLIX. 
The Church Vidtorious, the Aicted. 
EAD of tky church triumphant 
We joyfully adore thee, 

*Till thou appear, 


Thy members here 
Shall ſing like thoſe in glory, 
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We lift our hearts and voices 
With bleſt anticipation, 
And cry aloud, 
And give to God 
The praiſe of our Salvation. 
| II. 


While in affliction's furnace, 
And paſſing through the fire, 
Thy love we praiſe, 
Which knows our days, 
And ever brings us nigher, 


We clap our hands exulting 

In thine Almighty favour ; 
The love divine, 
Which makes us thine, 

Shall keep us thine for ever. 


II I. 


Thou doſt conduct thy people 
Through torrents of temptation, 


Nor will we fear 
While thou art near 
The fire of tribulation, 


The world with ſin and Satan, 
In vain our march oppoſes, 
In thee we ſhall 
Break thro? them all, 
And ſing the ſong of Myſer. By 
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IV. 

By faith we ſee the glory, 
Io which thou ſhalt reſtore us, 
The croſs deſpiſe 

For that high prize, 
Which thou haſt ſet before us. 


And if thou count us worthy, 
We each as dying Stephen, 
Shall ſee thee ſtand 
At God's right hand 


To take us up to heaven. 


HYMN CCL. 
The * Guide thro the Wilderneſs. 
*. 


UIDE me, O thou great Jehoval, 
Pilgrim thro” this barren land; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty, 
Hold me with thy pow'rfal hand. 
Bread of heaven, Bread of heaven, 
Feed me *till I want no more. 
II. 
Open now the cryſtal Fountain, 
Whence the healing Streams do flow, 
Let the fiery-cloudy Pillar, 
Lead me all my journey through; 
Strong Deliv'rer, Strong Deliv'rer, 
Be thou ſtill my Sun and Shield. 
| When 
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III. 
When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fear ſubſide; 
Bear me thro' its ſwelling current, 
Land me ſafe on Canaan's ſide; 
Songs of praiſes, Songs of praiſes, 
I will ever give to thee, 


HY NM N - CELL 
On the Nativity of our Lord Feſus Chrift, 
15 | 
. EJOICE, my ſoul, behold the morn, 
On which the Prince of Lite was born! 


Meſſiah leaves his Father's throne, 
The glorious Lord of all comes down ! 


II. 


He comes ! he comes ! th' Iacarnate God, 


Inſhrines his glory in a clod ! 


The angel hoſts their Lord proclaim, 
And Feſus is the Saviour's name. 


III. 


He meekly ſtoops to viſit earth, 


No honors ſolemnize his birth; 


No outward pomp the God diſplays, 


Nor glory decks the Saviour's face. 
Ariſe 
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Ariſe my ſoul, and hail the day, 


Nor ſleep the ſolemn hours away; 


With angel hoſts, ariſe and ſing, 


Hoſanna ! to our new-born Xing, 
V 


Shout, all ye flaming hoſts above, 


Let heaven reſound with Fe/u's love! 
In ceaſeleſs Halelujahs cry, 
« All glory be to God on high!” 

VI. 
Glory to Ged, the great Three-One ! 
The Father, Spirit, and the Son / 
Let earth and heav'n ſalute the morn, 
On which the Prince of life was born. 


HFT MN CCLIL 
The Chriſtian Soldier's Uniform, 
I. 
RESS uniform the ſoldiers wear, 
When duty calls abroad, 
Not purchas'd at their coſt and care, 
But by the Prince beſtow'd., 
II. | 
Chrif's ſoldiers too, if Chrift-like bred, 
Have regimental dreſs; 
*Tis linen white, and fac'd with red, 
*Tis Chriſts own righteouſneſs. 


A rich 
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A rich and ſightly robe it is, 
And to the ſoldiers dear; 

No roſe can learn to bluſh like this, 
Nor lily look ſo fair. 


IV. 
No wit of man could weave this robe, 


*Tis of ſuch texture fine 
Nor could the wealth of all the globe, 
By purchaſe make it mine. 
V. 
The robe was wrought by Fe/u's hand; 
And dy'd in his own blood ! 
And all the cherubs gazing ſtand 
To view this robe of God / 


VI. 
This raiment never waxeth old, 


Nor ſpot thereon can fall; 
It keeps a ſoldier briſk and bold, 
And dutiful withal. 


VII. 
"Tis of one piece and wove throughout, 


So curious wove, that none 

Can dreſs up in this ſeamleſs coat, 
Till Jeſus puts it on. 

VIII. 

Lord, gird me with this robe divine, 
For this will hide my ſhame, 

And make me ſing, and make me fight, 
And bleſs my Captain's name. 
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H Y MN CCLUL 


The Chriflian joyful in his Almighty Friend. 
} | 

- AY Savicur, my Almighty Friend, 

When TI begin. to praiſe, 

Where will the growing numbers end, 
The numbers of thy grace ? 

Thou art my everlaſting truſt, 
Thy goodneſs I adore: 

Send down thy grace, O bleſſed Lord, 
That I may love thee more. 


IL. 
My feet ſhall travel all the length 


Of the celeſtial road ; 

And march with courage in thy. ſtrength, 
To ſee tha Lord my God. 

How will my lips rejoice to tell 
The vict'ries of my Xing! 

My ſoul, redeem'd from death and hell, 
Shall thy ſalvation ing. 


| III. 
My tongue ſhall all the day proclaim, 


My Saviour and my God; 
His death hath brought my foes to ſhame, 
And drown'd them in his blood ! 
Awake, awake my tuneful pow'rs, 
With this delightful ſong ; 
Fl entertain the darkeſt hours, 
Nor think the ſeaſon long, 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CCLIV. 
Feſus RY Angels. 


EYOND the glitt'ring ſtarry globes, 
Far as th' eternal hills; 
There in the boundleſs worlds of light, 
Our great Redeemer dwells. 
IL. 
Legions of Angels, ſtrong and fair, 
In countleſs armies ſhine ; 
At his right hand with golden harps, 
To- offer ſongs divine. 
III. 
«© Hail Prince ! (they cry) for ever hail! 
Whoſe unexampled love 
Mov'd thee to quit theſe glorious — 
And royalties above.“ 


IV. 


Whilſt he did condeſcend, on earth 


To ſuffer rude diſdain ; 
They threw their honors at his feet, 

And waited in his train. 

V. 

Thro' all his travels here below, 
They did his ſteps attend: 
Oft gaz'd, and wonder'd, where at laſt, 

This ſcene of love would end. 

P p They 
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VI. 


They ſaw his heart transfix'd with wounds, 


His crimſon ſweat and gore; 

They ſaw him break the bars of death, 
Which none e'er broke before. 

VII. 

They brought his chariot from above, 
To bear him to his throne ; 

Clapt their triumphant wings, and cry'd, 
“The glorious work is done!“ 


H Y M N. CCLY. 


Heaven, the Believer's Home. 


J. 
TRANGERS and ſojourners below, 
We travel through this wilderneſs; 
Seeking the promis'd reſt to know 
In Criſi the Fountain of true bliſs; 
We ſeek a place beyond the ſkies, 
An everlaſting Paradiſe. 
II. 
In this purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh ſupplies of grace, 
Our ſouls with manna Chri/? muſt feed, 
While we his leading footſteps trace: 
So ſhall each pilgrim gladly move 
Onward unto his home above. 
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III. 


No earthly bliſs is worth our ſtay, 


Or ſtruggle for another breath; 
Theſe comforts vaniſh and decay, 
And yield no ſolid joy in death : 


While others vain - delights purſue, 
We taſte God's love for ever new. 


IV. 


His Croſs inflits the deadly blow, 


And crucifies each rebel ſin ; 
Peace, love, and joy, hence richly flow, 
And cauſe ſweet melody within: 
Deperdent on the God of pow'r, 
We glory in a ſuff'ring hour. 
V. 
The New Jeruſalem appears, 
Her citizens reſplendent ſhme, 
For God hath wip'd away her tears, 


And fill'd them with the life divine: 


With them we ſhall his glory ſee, 
And praiſe Him thro' eternity. 


HYMN CCLVI. 
The efficacy of the Blood of Jeſus. 
I. 
OTHING but thy blood, O Je, 
Can relieve us from our ſmart ; 
Nothing elſe from guilt releaſe us; 


Nothing elſe can melt the heart. 
Law 
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II. 

Law and terrors do but harden, 
Shew us in ourſelves undone; 
But a ſenſe of blood-bought pardon 
Soon diſſolves a heart of ſtone. 


III. 
Teach us by thy patient Spirit, 
How to mourn, and not deſpair; 
Let us, leaning on thy merit, 
Wreſtle hard with God in pray'r. 


IV. 
Whatſoe'er afflictions ſeize us, 
Sanctify them by thy grace: 
By thy pow'r defend us, Jeſus, 
Till we reſt in thine embrace, 


H YM N CCLVIL 


He hath done all things well. Mark vii. 37. 
T, | 
OW in a ſong of gratetul praiſe, 
To my dear Lord my voice I'll raiſc, 
With all his ſaints I'll join to tell, 
My Jeſus hath done all things well, 
| EP 24 
All worlds his glorious power confeſs, 
His wiſdom all his works expreſs ; 
But, O his love ! what tongue can tell ! 


My Jeſus hath done all things well. 
How 
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III, 
How ſov'reign, wonderful and free, 
Has been this love to ſinful me 
This pluck'd me from the jaws of hell, 
My Jeſus hath done all things well. 


IV. 
1 ſpurn'd his grace, I broke his laws; 


And yet he undertook my cauſe, 
To ſave me, tho' I did rebel; 
My Feſus hath done all things well. 


1 
And ſince my ſoul has known his love, 


What mercies has he made me prove, 

Mercies which do all praiſe excel, 

My 7e/us hath done all things well, 
'VI. 

Whene er my Saviour and my God, 

Has on me laid his gentle rod; 

1 know in all that has befel, 

My Jeſus hath done all things well. 

| VII. 

2 Tho! many a fi'ry flaming dart, 
The tempter levels at my heart; 
With this I all his rage repel, 

My 7eſus hath done all things well, 


VIII. 
Sometimes my Lord his face doth hide, 


Jo make me pray, or kill my pride. 
Yet then it on my mind does dwell, 
My Jefus hath done all things well, 


Soon 
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IX. 
Soon ſhall I paſs the vale of death, 
And in his arms ſhall loſe my breath; 
Let then my happy ſoul ſhall tell, 
My Jeſas hath done all things well. 
X. 
And when to that bright world J riſe, 
And join the anthems in the ſkies; 
Above the reſt, this note ſhall ſwell, 
My 7eſus hath done all things well. 


HY M N CCLVIIL 


I know that my Redeemer liveth, Job xix, 25. 
I. 
Know that my Redeemer lives, 
What comfort this ſweet ſentence gives ! 
He lives! he lives, who once was dead, 
He lives, my ever-living Head, 
II. 
He lives triumphant from the grave, 
He lives eternally to ſave, 
He lives all-glorious in the ſky, 
He lives exalted there on high. 
III. 
He lives to bleſs me with his love, 
He lives to plead for me above, 
He lives my hungry ſoul to feed, 
He lives to help in time of need, 
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| IV. 
He lives to grant me rich ſupply, . 
He lives to guide me with his eye. 
He lives to comfort me when faint, 
He lives to hear my ſoul's complaint, 


V. 
He lives to cruſh the pow'rs of hell, 


He lives that he may in me dwell, 
He lives to heal, and make me whole, 
He lives to guard my feeble ſoul. 


VI. 
He lives to ſilence all my fears, 


He lives to ſtop, and wipe my tears, 
He lives to calm my troubled heart, 

He lives all bleſſings to impart. 

| VII. 

He lives my kind, wiſe, heav'nly friend, 
He lives and loves me to the end. 

He lives, and while he lives Þ11 ſing, 
He lives my Prophet, Prie/t, and King. 
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He lives and grants me daily breath, 


He lives, and I ſhall conquer death, 

He lives my manſion to prepare, 

He lives to bring me ſafely there. 
IX. | 

He lives, all glory to his name, 

He lives my Jeſus ſtill the ſame; 

O the ſweet joy this ſentence. gives, 


« I know that my Redeemer lives.” 
HYMN 
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HY M N CCLIX. 


Praiſe to the Redeemer. 


I, 

EGIN, ye faints, the happy ſong, 

Let love inſpire the theme, 
Tis Je/us's grace 

That calls for our praiſe, 

Twas 7eſus alone did redeem. 


II. 


When juſtice fix'd the ſinner's fate, 
In endleſs woe to dwell, 
Twas 7eſus that ſtood, 
Reſiſting to blood, 
And ranſom'd the ſinner. from hell. 


ILL: 
Our only Advocate and Friend, 
The mighty work he wrought; 
When he bow'd his head, 
Tis finiſh*d, he ſaid 
O ſinner, exult at the thought! 
IV. 
A ſpotleſs victim to the croſs 
Himſelf he thus reſign'd, 
Then enter'd the grave, 
The wretched to ſave, 
The poor, and the halt, and the blind, 
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V. 
Lo! now in bliſs our cauſe he pleads, 
Till we behold his face; 
Unchangeable love 
To us he will prove, 
Eternal in mercy and grace. 
VI, 
Then let ns lift our loudeſt praiſe 
To Sion's holy Xing; 
He's worthy we own, 
Who fits on the throne ; 


Hoſanna to Jeſus we ſing. 


H Y M N CCLX. 
In Praiſe of Chriſt. 
| 5 
NGELS, who the throne ſurround, 
Let your notes of praiſe abound ; 
Tune your golden harps and ing 
Chriſt our Prophet, Prieſt, and King. 
| II. 
Let man's highly favour'd race, 
Sing the wonders of his grace, 
May they, with angelic flame, 
Shout aloud Emmanuel's name 
III. 
Heralds of the Xing of king, 
Preach the peace, which 7e/us brings; 
Q q O extol 
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O extol tho incarnate God, 
Preach the merit of his blood. 
IV. 
Ye who know the joyful ſound, 
Who in Chriſt have pardon found, 
Bear the length'ning notes along, 
Join the univerſal ſong. 
V. 
Jeſu's all-atoning death, 
Celebrate in ev'ry breath; 
Praiſe the ſaint's unſpotted dreſs, 
Chriſl's imputed Righteouſneſs. 
VI. 
Sing that free electing grace, 
Shining in Emmanuel's face 
Which unchangeably the ſame, 
Fills with odors kis dear name. 
VII. 
Praiſe your Shepherd's watchful care, 
Which prevents each dang'rous ſnare, 
Saves from fin from death and hell, 
Brings to joys unſpeakable. 
VIII. 
Bleſt in Chrift with gifts divine, 
O my ſoul the concert join! 
Pluck'd a brand from loweſt hell, 
Thankful, O his goodneſs tell! 
Praiſe 
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IX. 
Praiſe him all beneath on high, 
All who dwell in earth and ſky, 
Spread his fame from ſhore to ſhore, 
Bleſs him, praiſe him evermore ! 


H YM N CCLXL 


The Soul's farewell to the World. 
I. 


OUNT my foul to things above, 
Speed thy flight ſrom carthly love; 
Streams of bitterneſs and woe, 
Thro' this thorny deſert flow: 
Here thy portion's to complain, 
Weep o'er fin, and weep again, 
Here thy faith like filver try'd, 
Muſt the fi'ry teſt abide. 
IT. 
Yet exult in Chrift, my ſoul, 
He can all thy griefs controul, 
He a ſov'reign balm will find, 
Healing to the wounded mind ; 
Only truſt the Prince of Peace, 
Soon ſhall all thy ſorrows ceaſe, 
Look to heav'n thy native home, 


Wait *till Fe/#s quickly come. 
HYMN 
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HYMN CCILXII. 


For the Evening. 
I. 
O W the evening ſhades appear, 
The ſeaſon of repoſe, 
I to 7eſus will draw near, 
To him my wants diſcloſe ; 
Pardon, Saviour, with thy blood, 
All my fins throughout the day ; 
Cleanſe me in that purple flood, 
And waſh my guilt away. 
I. 
As throughout the night I reſt, 
Love's mighty banner ſpread; 
Let me on thy loving breaſt, 
Recline my weary head: 
Then, though in the midnight hour, 
I the trumpet's voice ſhould hear, 
I ſhall wake to fleep no more, 
And meet thee in the air. 


HYMN CCLXIIE. 
| On the Deas 17 4 Believer. 


ARK I from "AR a voice I hear! 

Sweet it vibrates in mine ear, 
Joyful news to mortals brings 
From th' immortal , Xing of kings. 


« Bleſſed 
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II. 

& Bleſſed are the dead who reſt, 
On the dear Redeemer's breaſt ; 
Peaceful in his arms they lie, 
Happy in their Lord they die!“ 

| III. 
Death an harbinger of peace, 
Brings to them a ſweet releaſe; 
Waſh'd in Chriſt's atoning blood, 
Strait they mount, they fly to God! 


IV. 
Angels bear them on their wing, 


While the heav'nly convoy ſing; 

& Welcome to the promis'd reſt, 
Welcome to your Saviour's breaſt!“ 
8 v. 

Salem ope's it's pearly gates, 
Where the Mediator waits, 
Waits to claſp them to his heart, 
Waits a kingdom to impart. 
VI. 

Now they walk the golden ſtreet, 
Where their once-lov'd friends they meet, 
Palms they all triumphant: bez 
Emblems: of their vict'ry h 

VII. 
Glorious as the ſun they ſhine, 
Dekc'd with garmeats all-divine, 


_ Crowns 
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Crowns of gold their heads adorn, 
Brighter than the bluſhing morn. 
VIII. 
Now the ſtorm's for ever o'er, 
Now they've gain'd the bliſsful ſhore, 
Where throughout the happy plains, 
Peace uninterrupted reigns. 
IX. 
Here the weary pilgrims reſt, 
Here no ſorrows heave their breaſt, 
Sin's for ever done away, 
Night is loſt in endleſs day. 
X. 
Sav'd by Fe/u's outſtretch'd hand, 
They have reach'd the promis d land; 
Where fair Sharon's blooming ro/e, 
Doth its fragrant ſweets diſcloſe. 
=. 
There the Shepherd feeds his flock, 
Hides them in himſelf the Rock ; 
Leads to living ſprings that riſe, 


In the heav'nly Paradiſe. 


XI. 
More than conqu'rors thro' the Lamb, 
They his vict'ries now proclaim; 
Caſt their crowns before the throne, 
Sav'd by rich free grace alone. 


Loſt 
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XIII. 
Loſt in wonder now they gaze, 
On the dear [mmanuel's face; 


While as ages roll along, 
Feſus ſtill is all their ſong. 


HYMN CCLXIV. 
For Eaſter Sunday. 
I 


GAIN the Lord of Life and light, 


Awakes the kindling ray ; 
Unſeals the eye-lids of the morn, 
And pours increaſing day, 
IT. 
O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 
O what a Sun which broke this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 
III. | 
This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud Hoſannahs ſung; 
Let gladneſs dwell in every heart, 
And praiſe on ev'ry tongue. 
IV. 
Ten thouſand differing lips ſhall join, 
To hail this welcome morn, 
Which ſcatters bleflings on its wings, 
To nations yet unborn. 
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V. 
Jeſus, the friend of human-kind, 
With ſtrong compaſſion mov'd, 
Deſcended like a pitying Gad, 
To fave the ſouls he lov'd. 
VI. 
The pow'rs of darkneſs leagu'd in vain, 
To bind his foul in death; 
He ſhook their kingdom when he fell, 
With his expiring breath. 


FART II. 


I. 
O T long the toils of hell could keep 
The hope of Fudah's line; 

Corruption never cou'd take hold 
— | On aught ſo much divine. 

| | II. 
= And now his conq'ring chariot-wheels, 
= Aſcend the lofty ſkies : 

| While broke beneath his pow'rful croſs, 

Death's iron ſceptre lies. 

a III. 
„ Exalted high at God's right hand, 
Il And Lord of all below. 
Through him is pard ning love diſpens'd, 
| | And boundleſs bleſſings flow. | 


And 
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IV. 
And till for erring, guilty man, 
A brothei's pity flows; 
And till his bleeding heart is touch'd, 
With mem'ry of our woes. 
V. 
To thee my Saviour, and my King, 
Glad homage let me give; 
And ſtand prepar'd like thee to die, 
With thee that I may live. 


NN COLXY. 


For the Evening. 
I, 
THAT tho my frail eyelids refuſe 
Continual watching to keep, 
And, punctual, as midnight renews, 
Demand the refreſhment of ſleep ; 
A ſov'reign Protector 1 have, 
Unſeen, yet for ever at hand : 
Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 
Almighty to rule and command. 
II. 
From evil ſecure, and its dread, 
I reſt, it my Saviour is nigh; 
And ſongs his kind preſence indeed. 
Shall in the night-ſeaſon ſupply : 
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He ſmiles, and my comforts abound ; 
His grace as the dew ſhall deſcend, 
And walls of ſalvation ſurround. 
The ſoul he delights to defend. 
IIL. 
Kind Author and Ground of my hope, 
Thee, Thee for my God I avow ; 
My glad Ebenezer ſet up, 
And own Thou haſt help'd me *till now: 
I muſe on the years that are paſt, 
Wherein my defence thou haſt prov'd ; 
Nor wilt thou relinquiſh, at laſt, 
A ſinner ſo ſignally lov'd, 
| IV. 
Beneficent Hearer of pray'r, N 
Thou Feeder and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant care 
I, ſleeping and waking, reſign: 
If thou art my ſhield and my ſun, 
The night is no darkneſs to me; 
And, faſt as my moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 
V. 
Thy miniſt'ring ſpirits deſcend, 
And watch while thy ſaints are aſſeep; 
By day and by night they attend, 
The heirs of ſalvation to keep: 
| Bright 
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Bright ſeraphs, diſpatch'd from the throne, 
Fly ſwift to their ſtations aflign'd ; 
And angels ele& are ſent down 
To guard the ele& of mankind, 
VI. 
Thy worſhip no interval knows : 
Their fervour is ſtill on the wing; 
And, while they protect my repoſe, 
They chaunt to the praiſe of my King; 
I, too, at the ſeaſon ordain'd, | 
Their chorus for ever ſhall join; 
And love and adore without end, 
Their gracious Creator and mine. 


H YM NN CCLXVL 


IWeary Sinners welcome to Chriſt. 

I. 

O ME ye weary ſouls oppreſt, 

(; Find in Chr: the promis'd reſt ; 

On him all your burdens roll, 

He can wound, and he make whole. 
II. 

Ye that dread the wrath of Cod, 

Come and waſh in Je/u's blood, 

To the ſon of David cry, 

In his word he's pafling by. 


Naked, 
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III. 
Naked, guilty, poor, and blind, 
All you want in Feſ«s find; 
This the day of mercy is, 
Now accept the profer'd bliſs. 

IV. 
Debtors, who have nought to pay, 
Haſte to Jeſur, haſte away; 
All your fins on him were laid, 
All your debts the ſurety paid. 

3 

1t is finiſb d, lo he cries, 
Ere on yonder croſs he dies; 
O believe the record true, 


Feſus dy'd for ſuch as you. 


HY M N CCLXVII. 
Thy Back/lidings ſhall reprove thee, Jer. ii. 19. 
I, 

ESU! let thy pitying eye 

Call back a wand'ring ſheep: 
Falſe to thee, like Peter, I 

Wou d fain like Peter weep : 

Let me be by grace reſtor'd, 


On me be all long-ſuff*ring ſhewn, 
Turn and look upon me, Lord, 


And break my heart of ſtone ! 


Saviour ! 
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II. 

Saviour ! Prince ! enthron'd above, 

Repentance to impart, 
Give me, thro' thy dying love, 

The humble, contrite heart : 
Give, what I have long implor'd, 

A portion of thy love unknown— 
Turn and look, &c. 


IIT, 
See me, Saviour, from above, 


Nor ſuffer me to die, 
Life, and happineſs, and love, 

Drop from thy gracious eye : 
Speak the reconciling word, 

And let thy mercy melt me down — 
Turn and look, &c. 


TV. 
Look, as when thy grace beheld 


'The harlot in diltreſs, 
Dry 'd her tears, her pardon ſeal d, 

And bad her go in peace: 
Foul, like her, and ſelf-abhor'd, 

I at thy feet for mercy groan — 
Turn and look, &c. 


V. 
Look, as when condemn'd for them, 


Thou didſt thy foll'wers ſee, 
% Daughters of FJeruſalem 


« Weep for yourſelves — not me:“ 
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Am I by my God deplor'd ! 
And ſhall I not myſelf bemoan — 
Turn and look, &c. 


VI. 

Look, as when thy languid eye 

Was clos'd, that we might live; 
&« Father { (at the point to die 

My Saviour gaſp d) forgive!“ 
Surely with that dying word, 

He turns and locks, and cries, Ti dane 
O my bleeding —loving Lord 

Thou break'ſt my heart of ſtone ! 


H Y M N CCLXVIIL. 
Public Thankſgiving. 
„ 
HOUT to the Lord, and let our joys 
Thro' the whole nation run; 
Ye Britiſh ſkies, reſound the noiſe 
Beyond the riſing ſun. 


II. 
Thee, mighty God, our ſouls admire, 
Thee our glad voices ſing, 
And join with the celeſtial Choir 
To praiſe th' eternal Xing. 


Thy 
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III. 
Thy pow'r the whole creation rules, 
And on the ſtarry ſkies, 
Sits ſmiling at the weak deſigns 
Thine envious foes deviſe. 


IV. 
Thy ſcorn derides their feeble rage, 


And with an awful frown, 
Flings vaſt confuſion on their plots, . 
And ſhakes their Babel down, 


V. 
Almighty grace defends our land, 


From their malicious pow'r ; 
Let Britain with united ſongs 
Almighty Grace adore. 


HY MN CCEXIX. 
Longing after a Senſe of the Love of Ged. 
I. | 


Love divine, how ſweet Thou art! 
When ſhall I find my longing heart 
All taken up by Thee? 
O make me pant and thirſt to prove 
The greatneſs of Redeeming Love, 
The Love of Chriſt to me. 
II. 
Cod only knows the love of God,— 
O that it now were ſhed abroad 
In each poor ſtony heart! For 


(4.2005 3 

For love I'd ſigh, for love I'd pine, 

Tais only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part! 


III. 
O that we could for ever ſit, 


With Mary at the Maſter's feet, 
Be this our happy choice ! 
Our only care, delight, and bliſs, a 
Our joy, our heav'n on earth be this, 


To hear the Bridegroom's voice, 
IV. 

Thy only Love may we require, 

Nothing on earth beneath deſire, 
Nothing in heav'n above; 

Let earth and all its trifles go, 

Give us, O Lord, thy love to know, 
Give us thy precious Love / 


HYMN CCLXX. 

An Act of Faith, Hab. iii. 17, &c. 

| J. 
WAY my unbelieving fear! 
Fear ſhall in me no more take place! 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 

He hides the brightneſs of his face: 
But ſhall I therefore let him go, 

And baſely to the tempter yield? 
No- in the ſtrength of Jeſus no 


1 never will give up my ſhield. 


Altho? 
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II. 
Altho' the vine its fruit deny, 
Altho' the olive yield no dil, 
The with'ring fig- tree droop and die, 
The field illude the tiller's toil, 
The empty ſtall no herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating race, 
Yet will 1 triumph in the Lord, 
The God of my Salvation praiſe. 
| - 5 BY 
Barren aitho' my ſoul remain, 
And no one bud of grace appear, 
No fruit of all my toil and pain, 
But fin and only fin is here; 
Altho' my gifts and comforts loſt, 
My blooming hopes cut off I ſee, 
Yet will I in my Saviour truſt, 
And glory that he dy'd for me. 
| IV. 
In hope, believing againſt hope, 
Jeſus, my Lord and God I claim, 
Jeſus my ſtrength ſhall lift me up, 
Salvation is in Feſ#'s name: 
To me he ſoon ſhall bring it nigh, 
My ſoul ſhall then out-ſtrip the wind, 
On wings of love mount up on high, 
And leave the world and ſin behind. 
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HYM N CLXXI. 


Aſurance of Faith. 


I. 
Debtor to Mercy alone, 


Of Covenant-Mercy I ſing; 
Nor fear with thy Righteouſneſs on 
My perſon and off rings to bring. 
'The terrors of Law and of Goa, 
With me can have nothing to do; 
My Saviour's obedience and blood 
Hide all my tranſgreſſions from view. 


Il. 
The work which his goodneſs began 


The arm of his ſtrength will complete, 


His promiſe is Tea and Amen 
And never was forfeited. yet. 
Things fature, or things that are now 
Not all things below or above 
Can make him his purpoſe forego, 
Or ſever my ſoul trom his love. 


[IT. 
My name from the palms of his hands 


Eternity ſhall not eraſe ; 
Impreſt on his heart it remains 

In marks of indelible grace. 
Yes, I to the end ſhall endure 

As ſure as the earneſt is given ; 
More happy, but not more ſecure 

The glorify'd ſpirits in heav'n. 
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HY MN CLXXII. 


| 1s there no Balm in Gilead? Is there no Phyſician there? 


Jer. viii. 22. 
I. 
E 8 U, diſplay thy healing art, 
Thro' my diſeaſed, guilty heart; 
Transform my darkneſs into day, 
And chaſe my doubts and fears away. 
II. 
Weary beneath the pond'rous load, 
Of countleſs ſins, I fly to God ; 
To him, who perfect God and man, 
The arduous race of ſuff rings ran. 
III. 
Naked, Chriſt's righteouſneſs I crave, 
From ſin and wrath divine to ſave, 
My works, ſtrength, wiſdom, I diſclaim, 
To ſhelter in the bleeding Lamb. 
IV. 
7eſu, thy faithfulneſs I plead, 
Wherein my folid peace is laid; 
Thy promiſes and oath fulfil, 
And bid my troubled heart be till. 
V. 
It ſhall ſuffice, it thou, my Lora, 
Seal on my heart thy quick'ning word, 
All things in Jeſur then are giv'n, 
Pardon, and holineſs, and heav'n ! 


Gilead: 
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VI. 
Cilead's Phyſician, and its Balm 
Shall heal my wounds, my ſorrows calm; 


Shall tune my heart and voice to ſing 
Eternal praiſe to Zion . King. 


H YM N CCLXXIII. 


Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us, but unto thy 
Name give the Praiſes. Pſal. cxv. 1. 
J. 
LO R to our gracious Donor, 
For his mercies ever new! 
His alone be all the honor! 
Nothing we confeſs our due. 
O the ceaſeleſs bleſſings flowing, 
From his grace's boundleſs ſore ! 
May our thanktul hearts be glowing, 
With his love ſtill more and more! 
II. 
His kind hand hath oft' afforded, 
To our wants a rich ſupply ; 
We are ev'ry day ſupported, 
By his providential eye: 
May we Lord, (as ſome requital) 
Thankful hearts to Feſus raiſe ! 
In his wond'rous love's recital 
Spend our few remaining days 
Thon 


in 
; 
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III. 
Thou an hunger haſt created 
In our hearts for //ving Bread ; 
May it never be abated, 
Till our precious ſouls are fed! 
Open, Lord, the Ari, where hidden, 
Jeſus our true Manna hes, 
Are not hungry ſpirits. bidden, 
To that feaſt of Paradiſe ? 
| IV. 
O thou Friend of ſinners, pity 
Thirſty travellers, who go 
To an unſeen diſtant city, 
Thro' a parched vale below! : 
O ſupply each fainting ſpirit 
With the ſtreams of pureſt love, 
Till our Canaan we inherit, 
In thy fulneſs loſt above ! 


HYMN CCLXXIV. 
Thankſgivings to Cod for the unſpeakable gift. 
I. 

N Feſus's name, and fellowſhip ſweet, 
His love to proclaim, together we meet ; 
O may our thankſgivings, like incenſe ariſe, 
Thro Feſus a living, and pure ſacrifice ! 
II. 
Whilſt angels abound in praiſe to the Sez. 
The heavens reſound with what he hath done ; 


Their 
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Their voices we'd echo, and liſp out his name, 
Exulting in Shiloh, for ever the ſame ! 

III. s 
How valt was that love, which pitied our ſtate, 
And ſent from above a Saviour ſo great! 
The Father's rich treaſure, O may we receive ! 
And ſhare in the pleaſure of all who believe! : 

IV. 
In Jeſus's face the Godhead appears, EK | 
And fulneſs of grace to baniſh our fears ; 
He finiſh'd Salvation, the work he hath done; 
Let all the creation ſhout praiſe to the Son! 

V. 
What, Lord, ſhall we give for mercy ſo great? 
Devoted we'll live, thy praiſe to repeat; 
To 7eſus united, the world we deſpiſe, 
By love we're excited to graſp for the ſkies. 

VI. 
But, helpleſs and weak, our ſtrength we diſclaim, 
For 7eſus's ſake, O pity our frame, 
Our Sun to enlighten, our Shield to defend; 
Lord, comfort and ſtrengthen, and ſave to the end. 


HYMN CcLXXV. 
The Praiſes of Feſus conſtitute the Happineſs of 
Earth and Heaven. 
HE pleaſure how ſweet, 
Our 7e/us to greet 
With praiſe, and his wonderful love to repeat! 
Below 
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IT. 
Below while we ſing, 
Of Jeſus our King, 
The heav'ns their tribute of harmony bring, 
III. 
The cherubic hoſt, 


In aſtoniſhment loſt, 


Contemplate the price our redemption hath coſt: 


IV. 
Admiring the grace, 
Confer'd on our race, 
With delight on the myſt'ry enraptur'd they gaze. 
And, O ſhall not we, 
With angels agree, 
To bleſs that dear Saviour who hung on the tree? 
VI. 
Yes, happy we'll praiſe, 
And in gratitude raiſe, 
Our hearts, and our voices to th' Aucient of days. 
VII. 
When ſeated among 
The heavenly throng, 
The preſence of Je ſhall perfect our ſong 
VIII. 
His love we'll proclaim, 
Exalt his great name, 
And ſhout thro' eternity, Worthy the Lamb. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CCLXXVI. f 


Out of the Mouth of Babes and Sucklings haſt thor: 
erdained Strength. Pal. viii. 2. 
I, 
E S U, once a little child, 
Gracious, pitiful and mild, 

Take me to thy loving breaſt, 

Let a child in thee find reſt. 
II. 

Lo, I come with all my fin, 

Save me from its pow'r within ; 

Cleanſe my conſcience from its guilt, 

With the blood on Calv'ry ſpilt. 
III. 

Give me, Lamb of God, to ſee 

Grace and happineſs in thee ; 

May I view thy lovely face, 

Full of glory, full of grace! 3 
IV. 3 

Shepherd of thy little flock, 

Hide me in thyſelf, the Rock; 
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Let me in thine arms abide, 
Keep me near thy bleeding fide. a 
V. 


O how faithleſs is my heart, 
Prone from Feſus to depart ! 
O confirm it in thy love, N 
Draw it, Lord, to things above ! g 
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VI. 
Let me feel an inward heav'n, 
In the ſenſe of ſin ſor giv'n, 
Grant me that ſweet peace and joy, 
Which the world can ne'er deſtroy. 


SECOND PART. 


| 
EACH me, Saviour, when I pray, 
How to aſk, and what to ſay ; 
May I at the throne of grace, 
Often ſee thy ſmiling face. 
II. 
Thou who perfecteſt thy praiſe, 
In the children's humble lays, 
Teach my infant tongue to ſing, 
Praiſe to thee my God and King /- 
. 
Save me, Lord, from ev'ry ſnare, 
Each tormenting thought and care; 
Fold me in thy gracious arms, 
Happy, ſaſe from ſin's alarms. 
IV. 
While in this dark vale I ſtray, 
Guide me with thy heav'nly ray ; 
By thy Spirit and thy word, 
Light, and liſe and joy afford, | 
t It 
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V. + 
If thou lengthen out my days, | 
May I live to thy great praiſe ! 
Or if ſoon my race be run, 
Lord, thy gracious will be done. 
VI. 1 
At the trump's laſt awful ſound, 4 
May I of thy flock be found; 
Join with angels to adore 
Ghrift the Lord tor evermore! 
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H YM N CCLXXVIL 
At the Coming of a Miniſter. 
5 

Elcome, welcome, bleſſed ſervant, 

Meſſenger of Fe/u's grace! 
O how beautiful the feet of 

Him that brings good news of peace. 
Welcome herald, welcome herald, &c. 

Prieſt of God, thy people's joy. 

II. 

Saviour, bleſs his meſſage to us, 

Give us hearts to hear the ſound 
Of redemption dearly purchas'd, 

By thy death and precious wounds; 
O reveal it, O reveal it, &c. 

To our poor and helpleſs ſouls. 


N 
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III. 
Give reward of grace and glory 
To thy faithful labourer dear, 
Let the incenſe of our hearts be 
Offer'd up in faith and pray'r; 


„ 


D 
. 
* 
ö 
1 
3 
. 
I 
1 
5 
I 
1 
* 
5 


r 


Bleſs, O bleſs him; bleſs, O bleſs him, &c. 
Now, henceforth for evermore. 


HY MN CCLXXVIII. 
DIS MISSION. 
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ORD, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing: 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace, 
Let us all, thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in Redeeming Grace. 
O refreſh us, O refreſh us, &c. 
In this dry and barren place. 
| II, 
Thanks we give and Audvration, 
For thy Geſpel's joytul found ; 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation, 
In our Hearts and Lives abound, 
Ever faithful, &c. 
To the truth may we be found. 
III. 
So whenc'er the ſignal's given, 

Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angel's wings to heaven, 
Glad the ſummons to obey ; 

May we ever, &c, 
Reign with Gi in endleſs day. 
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HVYVMN CCLXXIX. 


J am the God of Abraham, 
I. 
HE God of Abrab'm praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd above; 
Ancient of everlaſting days, 
And God of Love ; 
Fehovah, Great I Am! 
By earth and heav'n confeſt : 
I bow and bleſs the ſacred name, 
For ever bleſs'd. 
| H. 
The God of Abrab'm praiſe, 
At whoſe ſupreme command, 
From earth I'd riſe— and ſeek the joys 
At thy right hand: 
I'd all on earth forſake, 
Its wiſdom, fame and pow'r; 
And him my only portion make, 
My {ſhield and tower. 
ITT. 
The God of Abrab'm praiſe, 
Whoſe all: ſufficient grace, 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 
In all his ways; 
He calls a worm his friend! 
He calls himſelf my God! 
And he ſhall ſave me to the end, 
Thro' Feſ#'s blood. 
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IV. 
He by himſelf hath ſworn, 
I on his oath depend, 
I ſhall on eagle's wings up-borne, 
To heav*n aſcend, 
I ſhall behold his face, 
I ſhall his power adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his grace 
For evermore. 


PART THE SECOND. 
I. | 
H O' nature's ſtrength decay, 
And earth and hell withſtand, 
To Canaan's bounds I urge my way, 
At his command. 
The wat'ry deep I paſs, 
With 7eſus in my view; 
And thro' the howling wilderneſs 
My way purſue. 
II. 
The goodly land I fee, 
With peace and plenty bleſs'd ; 
A land of ſacred liberty, 
And endleſs reſt : 
There milk and honey flow, 
And oil and wine abound ; 
And trees of life for ever grow, 
With mercy crown'd. 


There 
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III. 
There dwells the Lord our Xing, 
The Lord our Righteouſneſs, 
(Triumphant o'er the world and fin) 
The Prince of Peace ; 
On Sion's ſacred height 
His kingdom ſtill maintains; 
And glorious with the ſaints in light 
For ever reigns. 
IV. 
He keeps his own ſecure, 
He guards them by his ſide, 
Arrays in garments white and pure 
His ſpotleſs bride : 
With ſtreams of ſacred bliſs, 
With groves of living joys, 
With all the fruits of Paradiſe, 
He ſtill ſupplies. 
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PART THE THIRD. 


I. 
EFORE the great Three-One 


The ſaints exulting ſtand ; 
And tell the wonders he hath done, 
Thro' all their land: 
The lining ſpheres attend, 
And ſwell the growing fame; 
And ſing in ſongs which never end, 
The wond'rous Name. 
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II. 
The God who reigns on higk 
The great arch-angels ſing, 
And “ Holy, Holy, Holy,” cry, 
« Almighty King! 
% Who was, and is, the ſame ; 
& And evermore /hall be; 
&« Jehovah - Father — Great I am! 
& We worſhip Thee.” 
III. 
Before the Saviour's face, 
The ranſom'd nations bow. 
Oerwhelm'd at his almighty grace, 
For ever new: 
He ſhews his prints of love — 
They kindle to a flame! 


And ſound, thro' all the worlds above, 


The ſlaughter'd Lamb. 


FR. 
The whole triumphant hoſt, 
Give thanks to God on high ; 
Hail Father, Son, and Holy Gheſ?, 
They ever ery : 
Hail Abraham's Gop—and mine ! 
(I join the heav'nly lays.) 
All might and majeſty be thine, 
And endleſs praiſe. 
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HY M N CCLXXX, | 
The new Heart and tender Conſcience. T 
Lmighty God, of truth and love ! f 
In me thy power exert, 
The mountain from my ſoul remove, = 
The hardneſs of my heart : 4 | 
My moſt obdurate heart ſubdue, 1 
In honor to thy Son, 
d And now the gracious wonder ſhew, ; 


And take away the ſtone. 
IT. 
1 want a principle within 
Of jealous godly fear ; 
A ſenſibility of fin, 
A pain to feel it near : 
I want the firſt approach to feel 
Of pride or vain deſire, 
To catch the wand'rings of my will, 
And quench the kindling fire, 


III. 
From thee that I no more may part, 


No more thy goodneſs grieve ! 
The filial awe, the fleſhly heart, 
The tender conſcience give: 

Quick as the apple of an eye, 
O God! my conſcience make, 
Awake wy ſoul when ſin is nigh, 
And keep it loi awake! 
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HY M N CCLXXXI. 


The Providence of God in the Scaſous of the Year, 


Pal. cxlvii. 
I 


RAISE ye the Lark, with loud acclaim, 


Y Exalt the honors ot his name! 
"Tis pleaſure, 'tis divine delight, 
And praiſe is lovely in his fight. 
IT. 
He ſpeaks! and ſwiftly from the ſkies 
To earth the ſov'reign mandate flies; 
Obſervant nature hears his word, 
And bows obedient to her Lord. 
| III. 
Now thick deſcending flakes of ſnow, 
O'er earth a fleecy mantle throw; 
Now glittering froſt, o'er all the plains, 
Extends its univerſal chains. 
| IV. 
At his fierce ſtorms of icy hail, 
The ſhivering powers of nature fail; 
Before his cold, what life can ſtand, 
Unſhelter'd by his guardian hand? 
V. 
He ſpeaks! The ice and ſnow obey, 
And nature's fetters melt away; 
Now vernal gales ſoft riſing blow, 
And murm'ring waters gently flow. 
Uu 
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VI. a 

But nobler works his grace record, 5 
To Iſrael he reveals his Word; : 
To Jacob's happy ſons, alone, 

He makes his ſacred precepts known: 

VII. 

Such bliſs no other nation ſhares, 

The laws of heaven are only theirs; 
Ye favor'd tribes, your voices raiſe, 
And bleſs your God in ſongs of praiſe. 


HY MN cLXX XII. 
Thunder and Lightening, Pſal. xxix. 


bs 
ING, ye ſons of might, O ſing, 
Praiſe to heaven's eternal Xing; 


Power and ſtrength to him aflign, 


Bow before his hallow'd ſhrine ! 
II. 


Hark ! his voice in thunder breaks; — 
Huſh'd to filence while he ſpeaks, 
Ocean's waves, from pole to pole, 
Hear the awful accents roll. 

III. 
See, as louder yet they riſe, 
Echoing through the vaulted ſkies; 
See up- rooted from its ſeat, 
Lebanon itſelf retreat ! 
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IV. 
How the burſting clouds give way, 
How the vivid lightnings play ! 
Now the wilds by man untrod, 
Hear, diſmay'd, th* approaching God, 
V. 
Proſtrate on the ſacred floor, 
Bow ye faints, his name adore : 
While his acts, to every tongue, 


Yield a theme for copious ſong. 


VI. 
He the ſwelling ſurge commands, 


Fix'd his throne for ever ſtands ; 
He his people ſhall increaſe, 
Arm with ſtrength, and bleſs with peace. 


H YM N CCLXXXIIL. 


The Excellency of the Holy Scriptures. 
- 
ATHER of mercies, in thy Word 
What endleſs glory ſhines ? 
For ever be thy name ador'd 
For theſe celeſtial lines. 
II. 
Here may the wretched ſons of want 
Exhauſtleſs riches find; 
Riches, above what earth can grant, 


And laſting as the mind. 


Here 
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III, 
Here, the fair tree of knowledge grows, 
And yields a rich repaſt, 
Sublimer ſweets than nature knows, 
Invite the longing taſte. 
IV. 
Here, the Redeemer's welcome voice, 
Spreads heavenly peace around; 
And life and everlaſting joys, 
Attend the bliſsful ſound ! 
V. 
O may theſe heavenly pages be, 
My ever dear delight ; 
And ſtill new beauties may I ſee, 
And ſtill increaſing light. 
VI. 
Divine Inſtructor, gracious Lord, 
Be thou for ever near, 
Teach me to love thy ſacred word, 
And view my Saviour there, 


HY M N CCLXXXIV. 


The Advent of Chriſt. 


I. 
ARK, the glad ſound ! the Saviour comes, 
1 The Saviour promis d long ! 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a ſong. 
On 


ſ3 
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IT, 
On him, the Spirit, largely pour'd, 
Exerts its ſacred fire; 
Wiſdom and might, and zeal and love 
His holy breaſt inſpire, 


111. 
He comes the priſoners to releaſe, 


In Satan's bondage held; 
The gates of braſs before him burſt, 
The iron fetters yield. 


IV. 
He comes from thickeſt films of vice, 
To clear the mental ray; 
And on the eyes, oppreſs'd with night, 
To pour celeſtial day. 


. 
He comes the broken heart to bind, 


The bleeding ſoul to cure; 
And, with the treaſures of dis grace, 
T' inrich the humble poor. 
VI, 
Our glad Hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy welcome ſhall proclaim 
And heaven's eternal arches ring, 
With thy beloved name. 
| t 
Glory, honor, praiſe and power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever, 
Feſus Chriſt is our Redeemer, 
Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Praiſe the Lord. HYMN 
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The Heavens declare the glory of God, and tic 
Firmament ſheweth his handy Work. Pal. xix. 
I. 
HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial ſky, 
And ſpangled heavens, a ſhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
II. 
Th' unweary'd ſun, from day to day, 
Doth his Creator's power diſplay, 
And publiſhes to every land, 
The work of an almighty hand. 
III. 
Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly, to the liſtening earth, 
| Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 
IV. 
Whilſt all the ſtars, that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 
. 
What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball; 
What though nor real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ; 
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VI. 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever finging as they ſhine, 
«© The Hand that made us is Divine.“ 


H YM NN CCLEXXXVL 
Satvation by Grace, Eph. it. 5. 
I. 
RACE! tis a charming ſound ! 
Harmonious to the ear 
Heaven with the echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the earth ſhall hear. 
II. 
Grace firſt contriv'd a way, 
To fave rebellious man, 
And all the ſteps that grace diſplay, 
Which drew the wond'rous plan. 
III. 
Grace taught my roving feet 
To tread the heavenly road; 
And new ſupplies each hour I meet, 
While prefling on to God, 
IV. 
Grace all the work ihall crown, 
Through everlaſting days ; 
It lays in heaven the topmoſt ſtone, 5 
And well deſerves the praiſe. 


HYMN 
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H YM N CCLXXXVII. 


Chriſt the Phyſician of Souls. Jer. viii. 22. 
J. 
EEP are the wounds which ſin hath made, 
Where ſhall the ſinner find a cure? 
In vain, alas, is nature's aid, 
The work exceeds all nature's pow'r. 
II. 
And can no ſovereign Balm be found? 
And is no kind Phy/ician nigh 
To eaſe the pain, and heal the wound, 
E'er life and hope for ever fly ? 
III. 
There is a great Phy/ician near, 
Look up, O fainting ſoul, and live; 
See, in his heavenly ſmiles appear 
Such eaſe as nature cannot give! 
IV. 
See, in the Saviour's precious blood 
Lite, health, and bliſs abundant flow! 
"Tis only this dear ſacred flood, 
Can eaſe thy pain and heal thy woe, 
V. 
Sin throws in vain its pointed dart, 
For here a ſov'reign cure is found 
A cordial tor the fainring heart, 
A balm for every painful wound. 


HYMN 
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HY M N CCLXXXVIIL 


The Vanity of worldly Schemes. James iv. 13, 15. 


I. | 
O-Morrow, Lord, is thine, 
Lodg'd in thy ſovereign hand; 
And, if its ſun ariſe and ſhine, 


It ſhines by thy command. 
II. 


The preſent moment flies, 
And bears our lives away; 

O make thy ſervants truly wile, 
That they may live to-day. 
III. 

Since on this fleeting hour 
Eternity is hung, 

Waken, by thy almighty power, 
The aged and the young. 

_ 

One thing demands our care; 
O be it ſtill purſu'd ! 

Leſt ſlighled once the ſeaſon fair, 
Should never be renew d. 

| V. 

To 7eſus may we fly, 

Swift as the morning light; 

Lelt life's young golden beauus ſhouldl die 
In ſudden endleſs night, 


X x HYMN 
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HY M N CCEXXXIX. 


The One Thing needful. Luke x. 42. 
I. 
HY will ye laviſh out your years, 
Amidſt a thouſand trifling cares ? 
While in this various range of thought, 
The One Thing neeedful is forgot. 
II. 
Why will ye chaſe the fleeting wind, 
And famiſh an immortal mind ? 
While angels, with regret, look down 
To ſee you ſpurn a heavenly crown, 
III. 
Th' eternal God calls from above, 
And Feſus pleads his dying love; 
Awaken'd eonſcience gives you pain; 
And ſhall they join their pleas in vain ? 
IV. 
Not ſo your dying eyes ſhall view 
Thoſe objects, which you now purſue ; 
Not ſo ſhall heaven and hell appear, 
When the deciſive hour is near. 
V. 
Almighty God, thy power impart 
To fix conviction on the heart: 
Thy power unveils the blindeſt eyes, 
And makes the proudeſt ſcorner wiſe. 


HYMN 
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tx MN CCXC; 
A Dying Saviour, 
L 
TRETCH'D on the croſs the Saviour dies; 
Hark ! his expiring groans ariſe ! 
See, from his hands, his feet, his ſide, 


Runs down the ſacred crimſon tide ! 
II. 


But life attends the deathful ſound, 

And flows from every bleeding wound; 

The vital ſtream, how free it flows, 

To ſave and cleanſe his rebel foes! 
III. 

To ſuffer in the traitor's place, 

To die for man, ſurprizing grace! 

Yet paſs rebellious angels by ! 

O why for man, dear Savizur, Why! 
IV. 

And didſt thou bleed, for ſinners bleed? 

And could the ſun behold the deed ? 

No, he withdrew his ſickening ray, 

And darkneſs veil'd * mourning day. 


Can I ſurvey this ſcene of woe, 
Where mingling grief and wonder flow; 
And yet my heart unmov'd remain, 


Inſenſible to love or pain? 
Come, 
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Come, deareſt Zord, thy power impart, 
To warm this cold, this ſtupid heart ; 
Till all its powers and paſſions move 
In melting grief and ardent love. 


H Y M N CCXCELE 
Faith. 


I. 
AITH !—tis a precious grace. 
Where'er it is beſtow'd ! 
It boaſts of a celeſtial birth, 
And is the gift of God, 
IL. 
Feſus it owns a King, 
An all-atoning Prieſt, 
It claims no merit of its own, 
But looks for all in Chriſt. 
III. 
To him it leads the ſoul, 
When fill'd with deep diſtreſs 
Flies to the fountain of his blood, 
And truſts his righteouſneſs. 
IV. 
Since 'tis thy work alone, 
And that divinely free ; 
Lord, ſend the Spirit of thy Son, 
To work this Faith in me. 


HYMN 
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nx MN: CCEACH, 


Faith. 2 Cor. v. 7. 
I. 
AIT H, riſing upward, points her view 
To regions in the ſkies ; 
There lovelier ſcenes than Eden knew 
In bright perſpective riſe. 
II. 
Oh! if this heaven-born grace were mine, 
Would not my ſpirit ſoar, 
Tranſported gaze on joys divine, 
And cleave to earth no more? 
| III. 
If in my heart true faith appears, 
How weak the ſacred ray! 
Feebly aſpiring, preſs'd with fears, 
Almoſt it dies away. 
IV. | 
O thou, from whoſe almighty breath 
It firſt began to riſe, 
Purge off theſe miſts, theſe dregs of earth, 
And bid it reach the {kies. 
V. 
Let this weak, erring mind no more 
On earth bewilder'd rove ; 
But with celeſtial ardor ſoar 
To endleſs joys above, 


HYMN 
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HY MN .-CCXCHL 
Devoting the Heart 1 Feſus. 


I. 
ES US, what ſhall I do to ſhow 
How much I love thy glorious name ? 
Let my whole heart with rapture glow, 
Thy boundleſs goodneſs to proclaim. 
II. 
Yes, deareſt Lord, my heart is thine, 
vacred to thee be all its powers ! 
O bid me give to love divine 
The little remnant of my hours ! 
III. 
Thou narrow heart, ye fleeting hours, 
How mean the tribute you can raiſe ! 
The grace my thankful ſoul adores, 
Claims an eternity of praiſe. 
IV. 
Lord, if a diſtant glimpſe of thee 
Can give ſuch ſweet, ſuch rich delight; 
What muſt rheir joy, their tranſport be 
Who dwell for ever in thy fight ? 
V. 
To that bright world my heart aſpires, 
Where all the glories of thy face 
Unveil'd, ſhall fill the ſoul's deſires, 


And tune the ſong of boundleſs grace! 
O teach 
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VI. 
O teach my heart, my life, my voice 
To celebrate thy wond'rous love! 


Fulfil my hopes, complete my joys, 
And bid me join the ſongs above 


H Y M N CCXCIV. 


A Thought of Life and Death. 
I. 
HAT Friend who left his throne above, 
Met death, the tyrant's dart, 
And (O, amazing power of love !) 
Receiv'd it in his heart, 
II. 

Here fix my ſoul, for life is here, 
Light breaks amid the gloom; 
Truſt in the Saviour's love, nor fear 

The horrors of the tomb. 


III. 
Jeſus, in thee alone I truſt, 


O tell me I am thine! 
I yield this mortal frame to duſt, 
Eternal life is mine. 
IV. | 
Thoſe happy realms of joy and peace 
Fain would my heart explore, 
Where grief and pain for ever ceaſe, 


And I ſhall fin no more. 


HYMN 
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RN NU. 


The Love of Chriſt exciting thankful Devotion. 


I. 
Dearer to my thankful heart ; 
Than all the circling ſun ſurveys! 
Thy preſence only can impart 
Light, peace, and gladneſs to my days. 
II. 4 
Beneath thy ſoul-reviving ray, 
Ev'n cold affliction's wintery gloom ? 
Shall brighten into vernal day, J 
And hopes and joys immortal bloom. 4 
III. 5 
Vain world, be gone with all thy toys; 
J have no room for trifles here: 
My heart aſpires to nobler joys; 


Thy faireſt glories diſappear. 
VI. 


Bright realms of bliſs, where Jeſus reigns, 
My wiſh, my care, my hope invite : 
Where raptur'd ſeraphs tune their ſtrains 
To themes of infinite delight, 
V. 
See, Lord, thy willing ſubject bows : 
Adoring low before thy throne : * 
To thee, I gladly pay my vows ; 
Thou art my ſov'reign, thou alone. 


Smile 
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VI. 
Smile on my ſoul, and bid me ſing, 
In concert with the choir above, 
The glories of my Saviour, King, 
The condeſcenſions of his love. 
VII. 
Amazing love! that ſtoop'd ſo low, 
To view with pity's melting eye 
A wretch deſerving endleſs woe ! 
Amazing love !—did Feſus die !— 
VIII. 
He died, to raiſe to liſe and joy 
The vile, the guilty, the undone, 
O let his praiſe my hours employ, 


Till hours no more their circles run: 


IX. 
He died l- ye ſeraphs tune your ſongs, 


Reſound, reſound the Saviour's name: 


For nonght below immortal tongues, 
Can ever reach the wond rous theme. 


H Y M N CCXCVL. 
On a Day of Prayer for Succeſs in War. 
Wy l. 
ORD, how ſhall wretched ſinners dare 
Look up to thy divine abode ? 
Or offer their imperfe& pray er 


Before a juit, a holy God ? 
X y Bright 
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; IT. 
| Bright terrors guard thy awful ſeat, 
And dazling glories veil thy face! 
Yet mercy calls us to thy feet, 
Thy throne is ſtill a throne of grace. 
III. 
| O may our ſouls thy grace adore, 
1 May Jeſus plead our humble claim; 


| While thy protection we implore, : 
| In his prevailing glorious name. 5 
| IV. 4 

With all the boaſted pomp of war . 


In vain we dare the hoſtile field, 
In vain, unleſs the Lord be there, 5 
Thy arm alone is Britain's ſhield. 
V. 0 
Let paſt experience of thy care 4 
Support our hope, our truſt invite! 4 
Again attend our humble prayer, ; 
Again be mercy thy delight ! 
VI. 
Our arms ſucceed, our councils guide, 
Let thy right hand our cauſe maintain; 
| Till war's deſtructive rage ſubſide, 
| And peace reſume her gentle reign. 


— . ' 


| V:I. 
| O when ſhall time the period bring 

| When raging War ſhall waſte no more; 
When Peace ſhall ſtretch her balmy wing 
1 From Europe's coaſt to India's ſhore ? 


l When Þ 
' 
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VIII, 


When ſhall the goſpel's healing ray 


(Kind ſource ot amity divine!) 


Spread o'er the world celeſtial day ? 


When ſhall the nations, Zord, be thine ? 


HIT MN eren. 


For a Day of public Thankſgiving for Peace. 


I. 
N REAT God inſpire each heart and tongue 
Thy wond'rous goodneſs to proclaim ; 
And bid the aaimating ſong 
Glow with devotion's lively flame. 
To thee let favour'd Britain raiſe 


Her ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. 


II. 
But where ſhall we begin to trace 
The wonders of thy hand divine ? 
In every ſeaſon, every place 
How num'rous and how bright they ſhine. 
To God ye favour'd Britons raiſe 
Your ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. 
III. 
Abroad, protection and ſucceſs 
Proclaim'd that Britain's God was there; 
At home, he bade fair plenty bleſs, 
The fruitful fields confeſs'd his care; 
To God ye favour'd Britons raiſe 
Your ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. 
But 
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IV. 
But yet beneath the hoſtile ſword 
Has many a worthy Patriot bled, 
And many a mourning heart deplor'd 
A friend, a ſon, a brother dead! 
The ſword is ſheath'd - ye Britons raiſe 
To Cod your ſweeteſt notes of praiſe. 
V. 
The horrors of the ſanguine field 
Which ſadden'd victory's faireſt plume, 
To ſcenes of pleaſure now ſhall yield 
And peace her gentle reign reſume. 
To God, ye favour'd Britons raiſe 
Your ſweeteſt notes of thanktul praiſe. 
VI. | 
Kind peace, from her propitious ſmiles 
What num'rous, various bleſſings flow! 
Great God, to thee theſe happy iſles 
Unnumber'd obligations owe. 
To thee let favor'd Britain raiſe 
Her ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. | 
VIII. | 
Crown, gracious God, thy gifts of peace | 
With gifts yet nobler, more divine! 
O let thy all-prevailing grace 
Make Britain more entirely thine ? 
Devotion then to thee ſhall raiſe 
Sublimer notes of thankful praiſe, 
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H Y M N CCXCVIII 
The King of Saints. 
I, 
OM ye that love the Saviour's name, 
And joy to make it known : 
The ſov reign of your hearts proclaim, 
And bow before his throne. 
IT. 
Behold your Xing, your Saviour crown'd 
With glories all-divine ; 
And tell the wond'ring nations round 
How bright thoſe glories ſhine. 
III. 
While majeſty's effulgent blaze 
Surrounds his awful brow; 
E'en angels tremble as they gaze, 
And veil'd adoring bow. 
IV. 
But love attempers every ray, 
Love, how divinely ſweet ! 
That ſtoops to view the ſons of clay, 
And calls them to his feet ! 
V. 
Infinite power and boundleſs grace, 
In him unite their rays : 
You that have e'er beheld his face, 
Can you forbear his praiſe.? 


"When 
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VI. 


When in his earthly courts we view 


The glories of our Ang; 


'We long to love as angels do, 


And wiſh like them to ſing. 
VII. 
And ſhall we long and wiſh in vain ? 
Lord teach our ſongs to rile ! 
Thy love can animate the ſtrain, 
And bid it reach the ſkies. 
VIII. 
'O happy period ! glorious day ! 
When heaven and earth ſhall raiſe, 
With all their powers the raptur'd lay, 
To celebrate thy praiſe. 


HT MN -CCXCIX. 
To Jie 


E S US, in thy tranſporting name, 
What bliſsful glories riſe ! 
Feſus, the angels ſweeteſt theme! 
The wonder of the ſkies ! 
II. 

Well might the ſkies with wonder view 
A love ſo ſtrange as thine ! 
No thonght of angels ever knew, 

Compaſſion ſo divine! 


8 * 
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III. 
Vidſt thou forſake thy radiant crown, 
| And boundleſs realms of day; 
( Aſide thy robes of glory thrown) 
$ To dwell in feeble clay ? 
a IV. 
| Jeſut, and didſt thou leave the ſky, 
4 For miſeries and woes? 
And didſt thou bleed, and groan and dic,. 
For vile rebellious 8 
Victorious love! can language tell 
The wonders of thy power, 
Which conquer'd all the force of hell, 
; In that tremendous hour ? 
3 VI. 
> Is there a heart that will not bend, 
To thy divine controul ? 
Deſcend, O ſovereign Love, deſcend 
And melt that ſtubborn ſoul. 
VII. 
O may our willing hearts confeſs 
Thy ſweet, thy gentle ſway; 
Glad captives of reſiſtleſs grace, 
Thy pleaſing rule obey. 


VIII. 
Come deareſt Lord, extend thy reign, 


4 Till rebels riſe no more; 
f Thy praiſe all nature then ſhall join, 
And heaven and earth adore. 


HYMN 
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HN MN Ce. 


Mercy and Truth met together, 
15 
HEN firſt the God of boundleſs grace 
Diſclos d his kind deſign, 
To reſcue our apoſtate race 
From miſery, ſhame and fin. 
II. 
Quick, through the realms of light and bliſs, 
The joyful tidings ran; 
Each heart exulted at the news, 
That God would dwell with man. 
III. 
Yet, midſt their joys they paus'd awhile, 
And aſk'd with ſtrange ſurprize, 
“ But how can injur'd juſtice ſmile, 
Or look with pitying eyes-? 
IV. 
“Will the Almighty deign again 
To viſit yonder world; 
And hither bring rebellious men, 
Whence rebels once were hurl'd ? 
V. 
&« Their tears, and groans, and deep diſtreſs 
Aloud for mercy call; 
But ah! muſt truth and righteouſneſs, 
To mercy victims fall?“ 
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VI. 
So ſpake the friends of God and man, 
Delighted, yet ſurpriz'd ; 
Eager to know the wond rous plan, 
That wiſdom had devis'd, 
VIL. 
The Sen of God attentive heard, 
And quickly thus reply'd, 
In me let mercy be rever'd, 
And juſtice ſatisfy'd. 
VIII. 
© Behold ! my vital blood I pour, 
A ſacrifice to GS; 
Let angry juſtice now no more 
Demand the ſinner's blood.“ 
IX. 

He ſpake, and heaven's high arches rung; 
Praiſe, every tongue employs ; 
« He dy'd,” the friendly angels ſung, 

Nor ceaſe their rapturous joys, 


HY MN Cel. 
An Invitation to the Goſpel Feaſt. 


I. 
E wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor, 
Behold a royal feaſt! 
Where mercy ſpreads her bounteous ſtore, 
For every hungry gueſt. 
2 * Sce, 
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II. 
See, Jeſut ſtands with open arms; 


He calls, he bids you come: 
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms; 
But ſee, there yet is room. 


III. 
Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart; 


There love and pity meet; 
Nor will he bid the ſoul depart, 
That trembles at his feet. 


IV. 
In him the father reconcil'd 


Invites your ſouls to come; 
The rebel ſhall be call'd a child, 
And kindly welcom'd home. 


V. 
O come, and with his children taſte 


The bleflings of his love; | 
While hope attends the ſweet repaſt 
Of nobler joys above. 


VI. 
There, with united heart and voice, 


Before th* eternal throne, 
Ten thouſand thouſand ſouls rejoice, 
In extaſies unknown. 


VIII. 
And yet ten thouſand thouſand more, 


Are welcome till to come: 
Ye longing ſouls, the grace adore ; 


Approach, there yet is room. 
28 HYMN 
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HYMN CCCI. 


The Reſurrectian and Aſcenſion. 


I, 
NGELsS, roll the rock away, 
Death, yield up thy mighty prey : 
See! he riſes from the tomb, 
Glowing with immortal bloom. 
Hallelujah, 
II. 
*Tis the Saviour, angels, raiſe 
Fame's eternal trump of praile ; 
Let the earth's remoteſt bound 
Hear the joy-inſpiring ſound. 
Hallelujah, 
III. 
Now, ye ſaints, lift up your eyes, 
Now to glory ſee him riſe, 
In long triumph up the ſky, 
Up to waiting worlds on high. 
Hallelujah. 
IV. | 
Heaven diſplays her portals wide, 
Glorious Hero, through them ride; 
King of Ghry, mount thy throne, 


Thy great Father's and thy own. 
| Hallelujah. 


Praiſe 
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V. 
Praiſe him all ye heavenly choirs, 
Praiſe, and ſweep your golden lyres; 
Shout, O earth, in rapturous ſong, 
Let the ſtrains be ſweet and ſtrong. 


Hallelujah. 
VI. 


Every note with wonder ſwell, 

Sin o'erthrown, and captiv'd hell ; 
Where is helPs once dreaded Xing ? 
Where, O death, thy mortal ſting ? 


Hallelujah. 


HY MN CCC. 


God the only Refuge of a troubled Mind, 
I, 
EAR Refuge of my weary ſoul, 
On thee, when ſorrows rile ; 
On thee, when waves of trouble roll, 
My fainting hope relies. 
| II. 
While hope revives, though preſs'd with fears, 
And I can ſay, „My God,” 
Beneath thy feet T ſpread my cares 
And pour my woes abroad. 
III. 
To thee, I tell each riſing grief, 
For thou alone canſt heal. 
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Thy word can bring a ſweet relief 
For every pain 1 feel. 


IV. 


But, Oh ! when gloomy doubts prevail, 


I fear to call thee mine; 
The ſprings of comfort ſeem to fail, 
And all my hopes decline. 


V. 


Yet, gracious God, where ſhall I flee ? 
Thou art my only truſt ; 

And ſtill my foul would cleave to thee, 
Though proſtrate in the duſt. 


VI. 


Haſt thou not bid me ſeek thy face? 
And ſhall I ſeek in vain ? 

And can the ear of ſov'reign Grace 
Be deaf when 1 complain ? 


| VII. 
No, ſtill the ear of ſov'reign Grace 
Attends the mourner's prayer; 
O may | ever find acceſs 
To breathe my ſorrows there. 
VIII. 
Thy mercy-ſeat is open ſtill; 
Here let my ſoul retreat ; 


With humble hope attend thy will, 


And wait beneath thy feet. 


HYMN 


6 
HYMN CCCIV. 


The Neceſſity of renewing Grace. 


I. 
OW helpleſs guilty nature lies, 
E Unconſcious of its load! 
The heart, unchang'd, can never riſe 
To happineſs and God. 
II. 
The will perverſe, the paſſions blind, 
In paths of ruin ſtray; 
Reaſon, debas'd, can never find 
The ſafe, the narrow way. 
III. 
Can ought beneath a Pow'r divine 
The ſtubborn will ſubdue ? 
"Tis thine, Eternal Spirit, thine f 
To form the heart anew. 
"Tis thine the paſſions to recal, . 
And upward bid them riſe; N 
And make the ſcales of error fall 1 


From reaſon's darken'd eyes. s 
V. 1 
To chaſe the ſhades of death away, : 
And bid the ſinner live! B 
A beam of heav'n, a vital ray, | 
"Tis thine alone to give. 


O change 
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VI. 
O change theſe wretched hearts of our's, 
And give them life divine! 
Then ſhall our paſſions and our powers, 
Almighty Lord, be thine. 


HY] MN Cee. 


The Pearl of great Price, 
J. | 
E glittering toys of earth, adieu, 
A nobler choice be mine; 
A real prize attracts my view, 
A treaſure all-divine. 
IT. 
Be gone, unworthy of my cares, 
Ye ſpecious baits of ſenſe ; — 
Ineſtimable worth appears, 
The pearl of price immenf ! 


| Jeſus, to multitudes unknown, 
O name divinely ſweet ! 


FJeſus, in thee, in thee alone, 
; Wealth, honor, pleaſure meet. 
IV. 
Should both the Indies, at my call, 
Their boaſted ſtores reſign ; 
With joy I would renounce them all 
For leave to call . thee mine, 


Should 
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V. 

Should earth's vain treaſures all depart, 
Or this dear gift poſſeſs'd; 

I'd claſp it to my joyful heart, 
And be for ever bleſs'd. 

VI. 

Dear Sov'reign of my ſoul's deſires, 
Thy love is blifs divine; 

Accept the wiſh that love inſpires, 
And bid me call thee mine. 


HY MN : CCCVL 
The Exalted Saviour, 
J. 
T OW let us raife our cheerful ſtrains, 
And join the bliſsful choirs above; 
There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And there they ſing his wond'rous love. 
IL. 
While ſeraphs tune th* immortal ſong, 
O may we feel the ſacred flame; 
And every heart and every tongue 
Adore the Saviour's glorious name. 
III, 
Jeſus, who once upon the tree 
In agonizing pains expir'd; 
Who dy'd for rebels, — yes 'tis He! 
How bright! how lovely! how admir'd! 
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IV. 
Jeſus who dy'd that we might live, 


Dy'd in the wretched traytor's place; — 
O what returns can mortals give, 


For ſuch immeaſurable grace ! 


V. 
Were univerſal nature ours, 


And art with all her boaſted ſtore ; 
Nature and art with all their powers, 
Would ſtill confeſs the off*rer poor! 


| VI. 
Yet though for bounty, ſo divine, 


We ne'er can equal honors raiſe, 
Feſus, may all our hearts be thine, 
And all our tongues proclaim thy praiſe. 


H YM N CCCVIL 


Satan repulſed ; or, Deſpair prevented, by Views 
of the Divine Mercy. 


| 
7 I S falſe thou vile Accuſer. go, 


(I ſee through all the thin diſguiſe ;) 
Back, to thy pative realms below, 
Thou parent of deceit and lies ! 


IL. 
Think not to drive my trembling ſoul, 


Laden with guilt, to black deſpair ; 
Haſt thou ſurvey,d the ſacred roll, 
And found my name not written there? 
3 A Preſumptuous 
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III. 
Preſumptuons thought! to fix the bound, 
To limit mercy's ſov'reign reign 
What other happy ſouls have found, 
III ſeek, nor ſhall I ſeek in vain 
IV. 
1 own my guilt, thy charge confeſs, 
Nor can thy malice make it more; 
Of crimes already numberleſs, 
Vain the attempt to ſwell the ſcore. 
V. 
Set the black lit before my ſight ; 
While I remember 7eſus dy'd, 
"Twill only urge my ſpeedier flight 
To ſeek ſalvation at his fide. 
VII. 
Low at his feet Pl caſt me down, 
To him reveal my grief and fear ; 


And, it he ſpurn me from his throne, 
I'll be the firſt who periſh'd there, 


H YM N CCCVIII. 


A warm coal for a cola heart. 
USING on my habitation, 
Muſing on my heav'nly home, 
Fills my ſoul with holy longing, 
Come, my Jeſus, quickly come, 
Vanity, is all I ſee, 
Lord! I long to be with thee. 


HYMN 


— 


IN 
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HN N CCELE. 
Faith's Conflict. 
J. ä 
HEE, Feſu, thee, the ſinner's Friend, 
I follow on to apprehend, 
Renew the glorious ſtrife ; 
Divinely confident and bold, 
With Faith's ſtrong arm on thee lay hold, 
Thee my eternal life. 
II. 
Pri'sner ot hope to thee I turn, 
And calmly, confidently mourn, 
And pray, and weep: for thee : 
Tell me thy love, thy ſecret tell, 
Thy myſtic name in me reveal, 
Reveal thyſelf in me. 
III. 
Deſcend, paſs by me, and proclaim, 
O Lord of Hoſts, thy glorious name, 
The Lord, the gracious Lord ; 
Long-ſuf*ring,, merciful- and kind, 
The God who always bears in mind, 
His everlaſtiag. word, 
IV. 
Mercy he doth for thouſands keep, - 
He goes and ſeeks the one loft theep, 


And brings his wand'rer home; 
Each 


($78) 
Each weary ſoul that ſheep might be, 
Come then, my Lord, and gather me, 
My Feſus, quickly come ! 
V. 
Take me into thy people's reſt, 
Oh! come, and with my ſole requeſt, 
My one delire comply ; 
Make me partaker of my hope, 
Then bid me get me quickly up, 
And on thy boſom die, 


HYMN CCCX. 


The Life of a ſaved Sinner. 
I. 
ONTENT and glad I'll ever be, 
To have Salvation, Lord, from thee 
Ev'n as a ſinner poor: 
I nothing have, I nothing am, 
My treaſure's in the bleeding Lamb, 
Both now and evermore. 
IT. 
The more thro' grace myſelf I know, 
The more content I am to bow, 
And ſink beneath thy croſs ; 
And live by faith upon thy blood, 
Waiting on thee for ev'ry good, 
And count my gain but loſs. 


HYMN 
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HIT MN CCCXL 


Chriſt the Roſe of Sharon. 


I. 


ES US, the ſaints' perpetual theme! 
What fragrant odours fill the name 
Of lovely Sharon's Roſe ! 
As ointment poured out, it ſpreads 
A ſweet perfume, an unction ſheds, 
Whence joy celeſtial flows. 


II. 


Faireſt among ten thouſand, fair 

As lillies which the vallies bear, 
Lowly, but ſpotleſs He; 

With guileleſs innocency whze, 

The pure, the perfect Nazarite, 
Void of iniquity. 


III. 


He's ruddy too, with blood diſtain'd, 

Blood, which his Father's peace hath gain'd, 
For me avails that blood; 

By faith the ſanguine ſtream I ſee 

Guſh from his body on the tree, 
A purifying flood. 


When 
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IV. 
When from this crimſon tide diſtils 


One drop, with ſacred joy it fills, 


It heals, it warms my heart; 
A fore-taſte of the bliſs above, 
A heav'n I feel in %s love, 

And yet but know in part. 

V. 

But when that perfect day ſhall ſhine, 
That cloudleſs day, when all-divine 

My ſoul ſhall wing its way ; 
Freed from this clod which damps it's flight 
I'll ſoar aloft, and baſk in light 

Of ſempiternal day. 

VI. 

Then un-impeded ſhall mine eye 
My wounded Lord with joy deſcry, 

And mark his prints of love; 
At his pierc'd feet my crown T'll caſt, 
His praiſe ſhall with my being laſt, 

Who died, but lives above. 

| VII. 
At ſight of him, whoſe once - marr'd face 
Now ſhines with glory, and with grace, 

O how my joys ſhall riſe! 
Haſten the moment, Lord, when I 
Shall lay this houſe terreſtrial by, 

To dwell in Paradiſe ! 

HYMN 
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HY M N CCCXII. 


The happy Change. 
I 


ORD, I thank thee for that grace 


Shining 1n thy lovely face; 

Thou appeareſt reconcil'd . 
Call'ſt me thy beloved child: 
Once I felt thy wrath reveal'd, 
Till thy grace my pardon ſeal'd; 
Sunk in grief, deſpondent 1 
Saw thee then in love paſs by. 

II. 
Doubts and fears had fill'd my breaſt, 
Baniſh'd peace, and joy, and reſt 
Till the voice, that calms the ſea, 
Gently whiſper'd, „Come to me.“ 
With that word, a pow'r convey'd 
Help'd me to lift up my head: 
Then preſented to my view, 
Thee I ſaw in bloody hue ! 

III. 
From thy hands, and feet, and ſide, 
1 beheld a crimſon tide, 
Guſhing plenteous down that tree, 
Where thou bow'dſt thy head for me. 
Here I waſh'd, and waſh'd again, 
Dropp'd my load of guilt and pain 
While the Syirit loudly cried, 
« Thou art freely juſtified:“ 


Now 
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IV. 
Now my heart from bondage free, 
Ready is to follow thee ; 
Prompted' by obedieat love, 
In thy work I long to move. 
Only, Lord, my path aſſign ; 
I am fully, wholly thine ; 
Nothing ſhall my footſteps ſtay, 
When my Saviour calls away. 

V. 


Chearful, happy, may I be, 
Patient, zealous, bold like thee; 
Count the croſs my greateſt gain, 
Live enur'd to grief and pain ; 
Grant, my gracious Lord, that I 
From thy work may never fly ; 
But to death may faithful prove, 
Then receive my crown above. 


HY M N CCCXIII. 
Victory over death through Chriff, 1 Cor. xv. 57. 


J. 


"HEN death appears before my fight, 


In all his dire array, 
Unequal to the dreadful fight, 
My courage dies away. 


How 


E897: 3 


1 
How ſhail I meet this potent foe, 
Whoſe frown my ſoul alarms ? 
Dark horror fits upon his brow, 
And vict'ry waits his arms. 
III. 
But ſee, my glorious leader nigh ! 
My Lord, my Saviour lives; 
Before him death's pale terrors fly, 
And my faint heart revives. 
| IV. 
Jeſus, be thou my ſure defence, 
My guard for ever near; 
And faith ſhall triumph over ſenſe, 
And never yield to fear, 
V. 
Lord, I commit my ſoul to thee, 
Accept the ſacred truſt, 
Receive this nobler part of me, 
And watch my ſleeping duſt. 1 
VI. 1 
Till that illuſtrious morning come, ) 
When all thy ſaints fhall riſe, 
And cloath'd in full, immortal bloom, 
Attend thee to the ſkies. 
| VII. 
When thy triumphant armies ſing 
The honors of thy name, 
And heav'ns eternal arches ring, 


With glory to the Lamb. 
3B _HYMN 
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HYM N CCCXIV. 


Bewailing my own Inconſtancy. 
I, 
Love the Lord; but ah ! how far 
My thoughts from the dear Object are; 
This treach'rous heart, how wide it roves! 
And fancy meets a thouſand loves: 
IT. 
If my ſoul burn to ſee my Goa, 
I tread the courts of his .abode ; 
But troops of rivals throng the place, 
And tempt me off before his face. 
III. 
Would I enjoy my Lord alone, P 
I bid my paſſions all be gone, 
All but my Love; and charge my will 
To bar the door, and guard it ſtill, 
| IV. | 
But cares or trifles make, or find 
Their ſecret inlets to the mind ; 
Till I with grief and wonder ſee 
Huge crouds betwixt my Lord and me. 
V. 
Look gently down, almighty Grace, 
Priſon me round in thine embrace. 
Pity the ſoul that would be thine, 
And let thy power my love .confine. 
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HYMN CCCXV. 


For a Faſt-Day in Time of War. 
I. 
REAT God of heav'n and nature, riſe, 
And hear our loud united cries ; 
See Britain bow before thy face 
Through all her coaſts, and ſeek thy grace. 
II. 
No arm of fleſh we make our truſt, . 
Nor ſword, nor horſe, nor ſhips we boaſt ;: 
Thine is the land, and thine the main, 
And. human force. and ſkill - are vain. 
III. 
Our guilt might draw thy Vengeance down 
On every ſhore, on every town; 
But view us, Lord, with pitying eye, 
And lay th? uplifted thunder by. 
IV. 
Forgive the follies of our times, 
And purge the land from all its erimes; 
Reform'd, and deck'd wich grace divine, 
Let prince, and prieſts, and people ſhine, 
V. | 
So ſhall our Gd delight to bleſs, - 
And crown our arms with wide ſucceſs ; 
Our foes {hall dread Jehovah's ſword, 
And conqu'ring Britons ſhout the Lord. 
HYMN 
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H Y M N CCCXVE 
Social Worſhip. 
I. 
OME, and let us ſweetly join. 
Chriſt to praiſe in Hymns divine; 
Give we all with one accord 
Glory to our common Lord. 
II. 
Hands, and hearts, and voices raiſe, 
Sing as in the ancient days; 
Antedate the joys above, 
Celebrate the Saviour's love. 
III. 
Strive we, in affection ſtrive, 
Let the purer flame revive; 
Such as in the martyrs glow'd, 
Dying champions for their God. 
ä IV. 
Feſur, we thy promiſe claim, 
We aſſemble in thy name; 
In the midſt do thou appear, 
Manifeſt thy preſence here. 
V. 
Sanctify us, Lord, and bleſs 
All our ſouls with joy and peace ; 
Thou thyſelf within us move, 
Fill us with thy holy love. 


Plant 
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VI. 
Plant in us thy humble mind, 
Patient, pitiful and kind; 
Meek and lowly let us be, 
Full of goodneſs, full of thee. 


HY MN CCCXVIE | 
Family Religion. Gen. xviit 19. | 
I 
ATHER of all, thy care we bleſs, 
Which crowns our families with peace. ;- 
From thee they ſpring, and by thy hand, 
They have been, and are till ſuſtain'd. 
II. 
To God, moſt” worthy to be prais'd, 
Be our domeſtic altars rais'd ; 
Who, Lord of heav'n, ſcorns not to dwell: 
With ſaints in their obſcureſt cell. 
III. 
To thee may each united houſe, 
Morning and night, preſent its vows; 
Our ſervants there, and riſing race 
Be taught thy precepts, and thy grace. 
IV. 
O may each future age proclaim 
The honors of thy glorious name; 
While pleas'd and thankful, we remove | 
To join the family above. | 
HYMN 
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H YM N CCCXVIIL 


Submiſſion to God under Aſfiction. 
I, 
EACE, my complaining, doubting heart, 
Ye buſy cares be ſtill ; 
Adore the juſt, the ſov'reign Lord, 
Nor murmur at his will. 
| IT. 
Unerring wiſdom guides his hand; 
Nor dares my guilty fear, 
Amid the ſharpeſt pains I feel, 
Pronounce his hand ſevere. 
III. 
To ſoften. ev'ry painful ſtroke, 
Indulgent mercy bends ; 
And unrepining when I plead, 
His gracious ear attends, . 
IV.. 
Let me 1efle&t with humble awe, 
Whene'er my heart complains, 
Compar'd with what my ſins deſerve, 
How eaſy are my pains ! 
V. 
Ves Lord, Town thy ſov'reign hand, 
Thou juſt, and wile, and kind; 
Be ev'ry anxious thought ſuppreſt, 
And all my ſoul reſign'd. 
But 
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| VI. 

But Oh'! indulge this only wiſh, 
This boon I muſt implore ; 
Aſſure my ſoul, that thou art mine; 

My God, I alk no more. 


-H YM N CCCXIX. 
Retirement and Reffection. 

J. 
TERNIT V, tremendous ſound ! 
To guilty ſouls, a dreadful wound! 
But Oh! if Chrift and heav'n be mine, 
How ſweet the -accents ! how divine! 

II. 

Be this my chief, my only care, 

My high purſuit, my ardent pray'r, 
An int'reſt in the Saviour's blood, 
My pardon ſeal'd, and peace with God. 

III. 

But ſhould my brighteſt hopes be vain, 
The riſing doubt, how ſharp its pain! 
My fears, O gracious God, remove, 
Confirm my title to thy love. 

5 IV. 

Search, Lord, O ſearch my inmoſt heart, 
And light, and hope, and joy impart 
From guilt and error ſet me free, 


And guide me ſafe to heav'n and thee. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCCX% 


J. E 8 Us. 
I. URS, 
ES US] a name of ſweeteſt ſound; 
How faſt it chains the willing ear! 
It ſpreads delicious fragrance round, 
At once to gratify and chear, 
II. 
By it, the heav'nly hoſt above, 
And each redeemed ſaint below, 
Are kindled into holy love, 
And feel their hearts with rapture glow. 
IIL. 
And who that ever felt the pain, 
The anguiſh of a wounded heart, 
And found all other means in vain, 
To heal the wound, or eaſe the ſmart! 
| IV. 
Who that has known its ſaving might, 
To reſcue from the pow'r of ſin, 
Can hear this name without delight, 
Can hear and feel no flame within? 
V. | 
Feſus! a name of ſweeteſt ſound ! 
It chains, it charms the captive ear, 
-And ſpreads balſamic odors round, 
The wounded heart to heal and chear. 
HYMN 
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HY MN CCCXXI. 


The Bleſſedneſt of Goſpel Times. Wai, v. 2, &c. 
I. 

OW beauteous are their feet, 
| Who ſtand on Sion's hill ! 
Who bring ſalvation on their tongues 
And words of peace reveal, 

II. 

How charming is their voice! 
How ſweet the tidings are! 
Sion, behold thy Saviour King, 

He reigns and triumphs here.” 
TIT, 

How happy are our eyes, 
That ſee this heavenly light ; 
Prophets and kings deſir'd it long, 
But dy'd without the fight. 

IV. 
How happy are our ears. 
That hear this joyful ſound, 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And fought, but never found. 
V. 

The watchmen join their voice, 
And ſweetelt notes employ ; 
Jeruſalem breaks forth in ſongs, 

And deſerts learn the joy. 


30 — The 
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VI. 


The Lord makes bare his arm 
Wide through the earth abroad; 


Let every nation now behold 


Their Saviour and their God. 


H YM N CCCXXII. 


Aſzing the Way to Sion. Jer. I. 5 
|S 
NQUIRE, ye pilgrims, for the way 
That leads to Sion's hill, 
And thither ſet your ſteady face, 
With a determin'd will. 
IL. 
Invite the ſtrangers all around, 
Your pious march to join; 
And ſpread the ſentiments, you feel, 
Of faith and love divine. 
III. 


O come, and to his temple haſte, 


And ſeek his favor there ; 
Before his footſtool humbly bow, 
And pour your fervent prayer ! 
IV. 
O come, and join your ſouls to God 
in everlaſting bands, 
And ſeize the bleſſings, he beſtows, 
With thanktul hearts and hands, 
HYMN 
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H YM N CCCXXIL. 
Chriſt the Shepherd, feeding his People in the Mil- 
derneſt. John vi. 8, &c. 
I. 
EE Jſrael's gentle Shepherd ſtands, 
With melting heart, and lifted hands; 
He calls ten thouſand ſouls to prove, 
The bleſſings of redeeming love. 
II. 
Thou art our Shepherd, we thy ſheep, 
Thy mercy choſe, thy paſtures keep; 
Paſtures and ſtreams are in thy hand, 
And earth and heav'n at thy command. 
IIT. 
While paſling thro” this deſart place, 
This earth's wide, lonely wilderneſs ; 
May ev'ry fainting ſoul be fed, 
With living ſtreams and heav'nly bread. 
IV. 
O may thy care our wants ſupply, 
And all our bleſſings multiply, 
While with a frugal care we keep, 
Whate'er remains, for other ſheep. 
V. 
For care of us our Lord demands 
The care of others at our hands; 
The men who imitate his love, 
Earth will admire and heav'n approve? 


HYMN. 
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HY M N CCECXXIV. 


On Recovery from Sickneſs. 
I. 


OD of my life, to thee belong 
The thankful heart, the grateful ſong ; 
Touch'd by thy love, each tuneful chord, 
Reſounds the goodneſs of the Lord. 
II. 
Thou haſt preſerv'd my fleeting breath, 
And chas'd the gloomy ſhades of death ; 
The venom'd arrows vainly fly, 
When God, our great deliverer's nigh. 
III. 
Yet why, dear Lord, this tender care? 
Why does thy hand thus kindly rear 
An uſeleſs cumb'rer of the ground, 
On which no pleaſant fruits are found? 
IV. 
Still may the barren fig-tree ſtand ! 
And, cultivated by thy hand, 
Verdure, and bloom, and fruit afford, 
Meet tribute to its bounteous Lord. 
V. 
So ſhall thy praiſe employ my breath 
Through life, and in the arms of death 
My ſoul the pleaſant theme prolong, 
Then riſe to aid th' angelic ſong. 
HYMN 
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H YM N CCCXXV. 


A Morning Song. 
I. 

ORD of my life, O may thy praiſe 
Employ my nobleſt pow'rs, 
Whoſe goodneſs lengthens out my days, 

And fills the circling hours. | 
II. 
Preſery'd by thy almighty arm, 
I paſs'd the ſhades of night, 
Serene, and ſafe from ev'ry harm, 
And ſee returning light, 
III. 
While many ſpent the night in ſighs, 
And reſtleſs pains, and woes; 
In gentle ſleep I clos'd my eyes, 
And undiſturb'd repoſe. 
IV. 
When ſleep, death's ſemblance, o'er me ſpread, 
And I inconſcious lay, 
Thy watchful care was round my bed, 
To guard my ene clay. 


O let the ſame almighty care 
My waking hours attend ; 
From ev'ry danger, ev'ry ſnare, 


My heedleſs ſteps defend. 
Smile 
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VI. 
Smile on my minutes as they roll, 
And guide my future days; 
And let thy goodneſs fill my ſoul 
With gratitude and praiſe. 


H Y M N CCCXXVI. 


Light and Deliverance, 
I. 
ESUS, to thy ſoul-chearing light, 
My dawn of hope I owe; 
Once, wand'ring in the ſhades of night, 
And loſt in hopeleſs woe. 
II. 
"Twas thy dear hand redeem'd the ſlave, 
And ſet the pris'ner free ; 
Be all I am, and all I have, 
Devoted, Lord, to thee | 
FIL: : 
But ſtronger ties than nature knows, 
My grateful love confine ; 
And ev'n that love, thy hand beſtows, 
Which wiſhes to be thine. 
IV. 
Here, at thy feet, I wait thy will, 
And live upon thy word : 
O give me warmer love and zeal, 
To ſerve my deareſt Lord: 


HYMN 
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H Y MM N CCCXXVII. 


The Preſence of God the Life and Light of the Soul, 


| 
Y God, my hope, if thou art mine, 
Why ſhould my. ſoul with ſorrow pine, 

On thee alone I caſt my care; 
O leave me not in dark deſpair, 

IL. 
Though ev'ry comfort ſhould depart, 
And life forſake this drooping heart; 
One ſmile from thee, one bliſsful ray, 
Can chaſe the ſhades of death away. 

III. 
My God, my life, if thou appear, 
Not death itſelf can make me fear; 
Thy preſence chears the ſable gloom, 
And gilds the horrors of the tomb, 

IV. 
Not all its horrors can affright, 
If thou appear, my God, my light; 
Thy love thall all my fears controul, 
And glory dawn around my ſoul. 

V. 
Should all created bleflings fade, 
And mourning nature, diſarray'd, 
Deplore her ev'ry charm withdrawn, 
Light, hope and joy, for ever gone. 

Thovgh 
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VI, 
Though nought remain below the ſky, 
To pleaſe my taſte, my ear, my eye, 
Be thou my hope, my life, my light, 
Amid the univerſal night. 

VII. 
My God, be thou for ever nigh; 
Beneath the radiance of thine eye, 
My hope, my joy, ſhall ever riſe, 
Nor terminate below the ſkies. 


HYMN CCCXXVIE 


The Example of Chriſt. 
| 
ND is the goſpel, peace and love? 
A Such let our converſation be; 
The ſerpent blended with the dove, 
Wiſdom and meek ſimplicity. 


II. 
Whene'er the angry paſſions riſe, 


And tempt our thoughts or tongues to ſtrife, 
To Jeſus let us lift our eyes, 

Bright pattern of the Chriſtian life! 

III. 

O how benevolent and kind! 

How mild! how ready to forgive ! 
Be this the temper of our mind, 

And theſe the rules by which we live. 


To 
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IV. 
To do his heav'nly Father's will, 
Was his employment and delight ; 
Humility and holy zeal 
Shone through his life, divinely bright ! 
V. 
Diſpenſing good where'er he came, 
The labors of his life were love; 
O, if we love the Saviour's name, 
Let his divine example move. 
VI. 
But ah how blind ! how weak we are ! 
How frail ! how apt to turn aſide ! 
Lord, we depend upon thy care, 
And aſk thy Spirit for our guide, 
VII. 
Thy fair example may we trace, 
To teach us what we ought to be ; 
Make us by thy transforming grace, 
Dear Saviour, daily more like thee, 


H Y M N CCXXIX. 


Death conquered, and Heaven opened. 


| 
ESUS, my Saviour, and my Ged, 
To thee my trembling ſpirit flies; 
Thy merits, thy atoning blood— 
On theſe alone my ſoul relies. 
3D O let 
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II. 
O let thy love's all- pow'rful ray 


With pleaſing force, divine controul, 
Ariſe, and chaſe thoſe clouds away, 
And ſhine around my doubting ſoul. 


III. 
Then ſhall I change the mournful ſtrain, 


And bid my hopes and thoughts ariſe, 
Above theſe gloomy ſeats of pain, 
To the bright worlds beyond the ſkies. 


IV. 
With chearful heart I then ſhall ſing, 


And triumph o'er my vanquiſh'd foe— 
O death, where is thy pointed ſting ? 
My Saviour wards the fatal blow. 
V. 
O when will that illuſtrious day, 
When will that bliſsful moment come, 
That ſhall my weary ſoul convey 
Safe to her everlaiting home? 


VI, 
Then ſhall J leave theſe fetters here, 


And upwards riſe to joys unknown; 
And call, without an anxious fear, 


The fair inheritance my own. 


VII. 
Adieu to all terreſtrial things; 


Come bear me through the ſtarry road, 
Bright ſeraphs, on your ſoaring wings, 
To ſee my Savizur, and my Cod. 


HYMN 
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HY MM N CCCXXX. 


The Employ of the united Chairs of Heaven. 


I. 
IFT your eyes of faith and ſee 


Saints and angels join'd in one; 
What a countleſs company 
Stands before yon dazzling throne ! 
Each before his Savicur ſtands, 
All in milk-white robes array'd, 
Palms they carry in their hands, 
Crowns ot glory on their head. 


II. 
Saints begin their endleſs ſong, 


Cry aloud in heavenly lays; 
Glory doth to Cod belong, 

God, the glorious Saviour praiſe: 
All ſalvation from him came. 


Him who reigns enthron'd on high, 


Glory to the bleeding Lamb, 
Let the morning: ſtars reply. 
III. 
Angel-pow'rs the throne reſound, 
Next the ſaints in glory they; 
Lull'd with the tranſporting found, 
They their filent homage pay, 
Proſtrate on their face before 
God, and his Meſſiah fall, 
Then in Hymns of praiſe adore, 
Shout the . Lamb that dy'd for all. 


Be 
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IV. 
Be it ſo they all reply, 

Him let all our orders praiſe, 
Him that did for ſinners die, 

Saviour of the favor'd race: 
Render we our Cod his right, 

Glory, wiſdom, thanks, and power, 
Honor, majeſty, and might, 

Praiſe him, praiſe him evermore. 


H YM N CCCXXXAL 


Prayer for Converſion. 
I. 
HOU Gad of glorious majeſty ! 
To thee, againſt myſelf, to thee 
A worm of earth I cry: 
An half-awaken'd child of man, 
An heir of endleſs bliſs or pain, 
A finner born to die. 
IL. 
Lo! on a narrow neck of land, 
Twixt two unbounded ſeas I ſtand, 
Secure inſenſible! 
A point of time, a moment's ſpace, 
Removes me to that heav'nly place, 
Or ſhuts me up in hell ! 


O Cad 
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III. 
O Gd] my inmoſt ſoul convert! 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart, 
Eternal things impreſs ! 
Give me to feel their ſolemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of Fate, 
And *wake to righteouſneſs | 
IV. 
Before me place in dread array, 
1he pomp of that tremendous day, 
When thou with clouds ſhalt come 
To judge the nations at thy bar, 
And tell me, Lord, ſhall I be there 
To meet a joyful doom! 
V. 
Be this my one great bus'neſs here, 
With ſerious induſtry and fear, 
My future bliſs t' inſure ! 
Thine utmoſt counſel to fulfil, 
And ſuffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure ! 
VI. 
Then, Saviour, then my ſoul receive, 
Tranſported from the vale to live 
And reign with thee above ; 
Where faith is ſweetly loſt in ſight, 
And hope in full ſupreme delight, 
And everlaſting love. 


_ HYMN 


** 
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H Y M N CCCXXXII. 


The Shcrtneſs and Uncertainty of Life. 


J. 
RE AT Father of eternity, 
How ſhort are ages in thy ſight ! 
A thouſand years, how ſwift they fly, 
Like one ſhort, ſilent watch of night ! 
3 2 
Thy anger, like a ſwelling flood, 
Comes o'er the world with dreadful ſway ; 
The tempeſt ſpeaks th' offended God, 
And ſweeps the guilty race away. 
III. 
Uncertain life, how ſoon it flies! 
Dream of an hour! how ſhort our bloom 
Like ſpring's gay verdure now we riſe, 
Cut down eer night to fill the tomb. 
IV. 
Our days, alas, how ſhort their bonnd ! 
Tho' flow and ſad they ſeem to run, 
Revolving years roll ſwiftly round; 
A mournful tale, but quickly done. 
| © 
Teach us to count our ſhort'ning days, 
And with true diligence apply 
Our hearts to wiſdom's ſacred ways, 
That we may learn to live and die. 


HYMN 
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HY MN CCCXXXIUL 


Praiſe to God as Creator, 
I. 
}RAISE ye the Lord; 'tis good to raiſe 
Our hearts and voices in his praile ; 
His nature and his works invite, 
To make this duty our delight. 
II. 
He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heav'nly flames, 
He counts their numbers, calls their names, 
His wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no bound, 
A. deep where all our thoughts are drown'd 
FH; 
Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 
Who ſpreads his clouds around the ſky; 
There he prepares the ſruitful rain, 
Nor lets the drops deſcend in vain. 
IV. 
He makes the graſs the hills adorn, 
And clothes the ſmiling fields with corn: 
The beaſts with food his hands ſupply, 
And the young ravens when they cry. 
V. 
What is the creature's {kill or force; 
The ſprightly man or warlike horſe ? 
The piercing wit, the active limb? 


All are too mean delights for him. 
But 
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VI. 

But ſaints are lovely in his ſight, 

He views his children with delight; 

He ſees their hope, he knows their fear, 


And looks and loves his image there. 
H YM N CCCXXXIV. 


Encouragement under Deſertion, 
I. 
OME, O ye ſaints, your voices raiſe, 
To God in grateful ſongs ; 
And let the mem'ry of his grace, 
Inſpire your hearts and tongues, 
II. 
His frown, what mortal can ſuſtain? 
But ſoon his anger dies ; 
His life-reſtoring ſmile again 
Returns, and ſorrow flies. 
III. 


Her deepeſt gloom when ſorrow ſpreads, 
And light and hope depart, | 
His ſmile celeſtial morning ſheds, 


And joy revives the heart. 
IV. 


To thee, my gracious Cod, I raiſe 
My thankful heart and tongue 

O be thy goodneſs and thy praiſe, 
My everlaſting ſong, 


HYMN 
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HYMN CCCXXXY, 


Ingratitude reproved. 

I. 

E warblers of the vernal ſhade, 
Whoſe artleſs muſic charms my ear, 
Your lively ſongs, my heart upbraid, 

My languid heart how infincere ! 
While all your little pow'rs collected, raiſe 
A tribute to your great Creator's praiſe. 

II. 
Le lovely offspring of the ground, 

Flow'rs of a thouſand beauteous dyes, 

You ſpread your Maker's glory round, 

And breathe your odours to the ſkies ; 
VUnſully'd, you diſplay your lively bloom, 
Unmingled, you preſent your ſweet perfume. 

III. 
Ye winds that waft the fragrant ſpring, 

You whiſp'ring, ſpread his name abroad, 

Or ſhake the air with ſounding wing 

And ſpeak the awful pow'r of God; 
His will, with ſwift obedience, you perform, 
Or in the gentle gale, or dreadful ſtorm. 

IV. 
Ye radiant orbs that guide the day, 

Or deck the ſable vale ot night; 

His wond rous glory you diſplay. 

Whoſe hand imparts your uſeful light: 

3 E Your 
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Your conſtant taſk, unweary'd you pura, 
Nor deviate from the path your Maker drew. 
V. 
My God, ſhall ev'ry creature join 
In praiſes to thy glorious name, 
And this ungrateful heart of mine, 
Refuſe the univerſal theme ? 

Well may the far; and winds, the birds and fow'rs, 
Reprove the heart that brings not all its pow'rs. 
VI. 

Thy grace this languid heart can raiſe, 
Theſe diſſipated pow'rs unite, 
Can bid me pay my debt of praiſe 
With love ſincere, and true delight; 
O let thy grace inſpire my heart, my tongue 
Then ſhall I grateful join creation's ſong. 


H Y M N CCCXXXVL 


On the Reſurrection. 
J. 
Hriſtians, diſmiſs your fear; 
Let hope and joy ſucceed. 


The great good news with gladneſs hear, 
The Lord is ris'n indeed 

The ſhades of death withdrawn, 
His eyes their beams diſplay. 

So 'wakes the ſun, when roſy dawn 
Unbars the gates of day. 
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II. 


The promiſe is fulfill'd, 
Salvation's work is done; 
Juſtice with mercy's reconcil'd, 
And God hath rais'd his So: 
He quits the dark abode, 
From all corruption free: 
The holy, harmleſs Child of God 
Could no corruption ſee. 


ITT. 

Angels with ſaints above 
The riſing Victor ſing; 

And all the bliſsful ſeats of love 
With loud Hoſannas ring. 

Ye pilgrims too below, 

Your hearts and voices raiſe, 

Let every breaſt with gladneſs glow 
And every mouth ſing praile. 


IV, 
My ſoul, thy Saviour laud, 
Who all thy ſorrows bore, 
Who died for ſin, but lives to God, 
And lives to die no more. 
His death procur'd thy peace, 
His reſurreRion's thine ; 
Believe ; receive the full releaſe ; 


'Tis ſeal'd with blood divine. 


HYMN 
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HY M N CCCXXXVIL 


Salvation to the Lamb. 
I, 
z OOR ſinner, come, caſt off thy fear, 
And raiſe thy drooping head ; 
Come, ſing with all poor ſinners hereg 
Jeſus, who once was dead. 
Salvation ſing ; no word more meet 
To join to Je/u's name; 
Let ev'ry thankful tongue repeat, 
Salvation to the Lamb. 
IT. 
Saints, from the garden to the croſs 
Your conqu'ring Lord purſue. 
Who, dearly to redeem your loſs, 
Groan'd, bled, and died for you: 
Now reigns victorious over death, 
The glorious great I AM; 
Let every ſoul repeat with faith, 
Salvation to the Lamb. 
III. 
When we incurr'd the wrath of God, 
(Alas ! what could we worſe !) 
He came, and with his own heart's blood 
Redeem'd us from the curſe : 
This Paſchal Lamb, our heav'nly meat, 
Endur'd vindictive flame; 
Repeat, ye ranſom'd ſouls, repeat, 
Salvation ta the Lamb, HYMN 
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H Y M N. CCCXXXVIIL 


Put on the whole Armour of God. Eph. vi. 11. 


I. 


IRD thy loins up, Chriſtian ſoldier, 


Lo ! thy Captain calls thee out: 
Let the danger make thee bolder ; 
War in weakneſs ; dare in doubt. 
Buckle on thy heav'nly armour, 
Patch up no inglorious peace; 
Let thy courage wax the warmer, 
As thy foes and fears increaſe. 
| II. 
Bind thy golden girdle round thee, 
Truth to keep thee firm and tight; 
Never ſhall the foe confound thee, 
While the truth maintains thy fight 
Righteouſneſs within thee rooted, 
May appear to take thy part; 
But let righteouſneſs imputed 
Be the bregſt- plate of thy heart. 
IT. 
Shod with goſpel-preparation, 
In the paths of promiſe tread 
Let the hope of free ſalvation, 
As a helmet guard thy head; 
When beſet with various evils, 
Wield the $piri's two-edg'd ſword : 
Cut thy way thro? hoſts of devils ; 
While they fall before the Word. 
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IV. 
But when dangers cloſer threaten; 
And thy ſoul draws near to death; 
When aſſaulted fore by Satan, 
Then object the eld of faith: 
Fiery darts of fierce temptations, 
Intercepted by thy God, 
There ſhall loſe their force in patience, 
Sheath in love, and quench'd in blood. 


V. 

Tho' to ſpeak thou be not able, 

Always pray, and never reſt ; 
Pray'r's a weapon for the feeble: |; 

Weakeſt ſouls can wield it beſt. 
Ever on thy Captain calling, 

Make thy worlt condition known 
He lhall hold thee up when falling, 

Or ſhall lift thee up when down. 


HYM NN CCCXXXIX. 
Al Things work together for Good. 
I. 


N OLY Ghoſt inſpire our praiſes ;. 


Touch our hearts, and tune our tongues, 
While we laud the name of Feſus, 
Heav'n will gladly ſhare our ſongs, 
Hoſts of angels bright and glorious, 


While we hymn our common Aing, 
Will 
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Will be proud to join the chorus, 
And the Lord himſelf ſhall ſing. 
| II. 
Whoſo lives upon his promiſe, 
Eats his fleſh and drinks his blood 3 
All that's paſt, and all to come, is 
For that ſoul's eternal good ; 
Ev'ry ſtate, howe'er diſtrefling, 
Shall be profit in the end; 
Evry ordinance a bleſling, 
Ev'ry providence a friend. 
IIL 
Chriſtian, doſt thou want à teacher, 
Helper, -counſellor, .or guide? 
Wouldſt thou find a proper preacher ? 
Aſk thy God, and he'll provide. 
Build on no man's parts or merit, 
But behold the goſpel-plan, 
Jeſus ſends his holy Spirit, 
And the Spirit, ſends the man. 
"WV. 
Bleſs, dear Lord, each lab'ring ſervant, 
Bleſs. the work they undertake ; 
Make them able, faithful, fervent ; 
Bleſs them for thy church's ſake : 
All things for our good are given, 
Comforts, croſſes, ſtaffs, oi rods. 
All is ours in earth and heaven : 
We are Chriſt's, and Chr is God's. 


HYMN 
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f Saving Faith, 
i OS. 
H E ſinner that truly believes, 
And truſts in a crucified God, 
His juſtification receives, 
Redemption in full thro' his blood : 
Tho' thouſands and thoufands of foes 
Againſt him in malice unite, 
Their rage he thro' Chriſt can oppoſe, 
Led forth by the Spirit to fight, 
II. 
Not all the deluſions of ſin 
Shall ever ſeduce him to death: 
He now has the witneſs within, 
United to Jeſus by faith; 
This faith ſhall eternally fail 
When Jeſus ſhall fall from his throne : 
For hell againſt 59th muſt prevail, 
Since Feſus and he are but One. 
IIT. 
The faith that unites to the Lamb, 
And brings ſuch ſalvation as this, 
Is more than mere notion or name 
The work of God's Spirit it is; 
A principle active and young, 
That lives under prefſure and load ; 
That makes out of weakneſs more ſtrong, 
And draws the ſoul upwards to Ged. 


It 
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IV. 

It treads on the world, and on hell, 

It vanquiſhe s death and deſpair; 
And (what is ſtill ſtranger to tell) 

It overcomes heaven by pray r; 
Permits a vile worm of the duſt 

With od to commune as a friend; 
To hope his forgiveneſs as juſt ; 

And. look for his love to the end. 


V. 
It ſays to the mountains depart, 


That ſtand betwixt God and the ſoul: 
It binds up the broken in heart, 

And makes their ſore conſciences whole; 
Bids fins of a crimſon-like dye, 

Be ſpotleſs as ſnow, and as white; 
And makes ſuch a finner as 
As pure as an angel of light, 


HYMN CCCXLI. 
DIS MISSION. 
ISMISS us with thy bleſſing, Lord, 
Help us to feed upon thy word ; 
What thou baſt ſeen amiſs forgive; 
May Chriſi the truch within us live! 
11. . 
Tho' we are guilty, thou art good, 
Wath all our works in Feſ«'s blood 
Give ev'ry fetter d ſoul relcaſe, 


And bid us all depart in peace. : 
3 F HYMN 
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HYMN CœcXIII. 


Before Meat. 


E preſent at our table Los d, 
Be here and ev'ry where ador'd; 
Theſe creatures bleſs, and grant that we 
May ſeaſt in Paradiſe with thee. 


H Y M N CCCXLII. 


Another. 
HOU Saviour divine, 
Moſt graciouſly bleſs 
Theſe mercies of thine, 
With ſpiritual grace : 
That, while we are taſting 
Our temporal food, 
Our ſouls may be praiſing 
The goodneſs of Cod. 


HFT MN -CCCXEIV. 


Aﬀter Meat. 


E thank thee, Lord, for this our food, 


But more becauſe of 7eſ#u's blood; 
Let Manna to our ſouls be giv'n, 


The Bread of Life ſent down from heav'n. 

And O with all thy gifts impart, 

The bleſſing of a thankful heart. 
Sacra- 


En 


Sacramental Hymns. 


HY MN CCCXLV. 


The Communicant ſel/-abaſed and encouraged. 
1. 
NCOURAG'D by the word of grace, 
„ We meet thee at thy table, Lord, 
O let us ſee thy Cling tace, 
And one reviving look afford : 
To us the Bread of Life be giv n, 
The Bread which cometh down from heav'n. 
| II. 
We are unworthy we confeſs 
One crumb of children s bread to taſte; 
But cloathed in thy rig Htg ne 
We humbly ven ure to the teat; 
Amidit thy ſaints, dear 7.97, appears 
And maniieit iy pretence here! 
14. 
With heav*aly food our ſwuls reſreſh, 
To us be known in breaking bread ; 
Taiting the iymbel of thy fiein, 
May we on goipel manna feed: 
Remind us OW GY precious blocd 
Was ihed, io ical dur peace Win Cod. 


TI I MN 


642 


HVYVMN CCCXLVI. 
Our Lord's dying Requeſt. 
I. 
WAS on that dark, that doleful night, 
When pow'rs of earth and hell arofe 
Againſt the Sen of God's delight, 
And friends betray'd him to his foes : 
IT. 
Before the mournful ſcene began, 
He took the bread, and bleſs'd, and brake: 
What love through all his ations ran! 
What wond'rous words of grace he ſpake ; 
| III. 
This is my body broke ſor ſin, 
Receive and cat the living food: 
Then wok the cup and bleſs'd the wine; 
"Tis the new cov nant in my blood. 
| IV. 
« Do this (he cry'd) till time ſhall end, 
„In mem'ry of your dying Fend; 
C Meet at my table aud record 
« The love of your depaited Lord.” 
V. 
Jeſut, thy feaſt we celebrate, 
We thew thy death, we ſing thy name, 
Till thou return, and we ſhall eat 
The Marriage-ſupper of the Laib. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N . CCCXLVIL 


My Fl:ſh is Meat indeed, and my Blond is Drink 
indeed. John vi. 55. 


I. 


O-day Immanuel feeds his ſheep, 
The purchaſe of his blood; 
To day Jehovah keeps a feaſt, 
For all the ſons of God, 
17. 
The Bread of God is freely giv'n, 
The food of ſaints above; 
That Living Bread tent down from heav'n, 
The fruit of ſov'reigu love. | 
TH; 
Lo! Chrift our Shepherd, gave his life 
To aniwer all our need; 
His body crucity'd is meat, 
His blood is drink indeed. 
IV. 
Ye hungry, thirty fouls draw near, 
And Living Bread receive ; 
Taile the proviſion of our <:- }, 


And freely eat, and live. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CCCXLVIE 
The Spiritual Feaſt. 


How good our gracious Cd is! 
What rich feaſts doth he provide ? 

Bread and wine to feed our bodies; 

But much more is ſignified. 
All his ſheep (amazing wonder) 

Feeds he with his fleſh and blood. 
Where's the power can tear aſunder 

Souls united thus to God ? 

| „II. 

When we take the ſacred ſymbols 
Ot his body, Bread and Wine; 
While the heart relents and trembles, 

We rejoice with joy divine, 
Jeſus makes the weakcit able, 

Feed. us with his fl-lh aud blood : 
Need. beggars at his table. 

Are the welcome gueits of God, 

III. 

Ceaſe thy ſears then, weak believer; 
Jeſus Chrift is ſtill the ſame, 
Yelterday, to-day, for ever, 

Sav/our is his precious name. 
Lov lineſs of heart, and meekneſs 

To the bleeding / amb belong; 
Truſt in him, and by his weakneſs 


Thou ſhalt prove that Chryt is itrong. 
HYMN 
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HT M N CCCXLIX. 


< Gethſemant. 


I. 
O ME, all ye choſen ſaints of God, 
That long to feel the cleanſing blood, 
In penſive pleaſure join with me, 
To ſing of ſad Geth/emare. 
II. 
"Twas here the Lord of Life appear'd, | 
And ſigh'd, and groan'd, and pray'd, and fear d; 
Bore all incarnate God could bear, 
With ſtrength enough - and none to ſpare. 
| III. 
Diſpatch'd from heavn an angel ſtood, 
Amaz'd to find him bath'd in blood, 
Ador'd by angels and obey'd ; 
But lower now than angels made. 
IV. 
Three favor'd ſervants, left not far, 
Were bid to wait and watch the war : 


(But Chrift withdrawn, what watch we keep!) 


To ſhun the fight, they ſunk in ſleep. 
V. 
Backwards and forwards thrice he ran, 
As if he ſought ſome help from man 
Or wiſh'd, at leaſt, they would condole 
("Twas all they could) his tortur'd Soul. 
Myſterious 


Z 
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| VI. 

Myſteriaus conflict! dark diſguiſe ! 

Hid from all creature's peering eyes 

Angels aſtoniſh'd view'd the ſcene ; 

And. wonder yet, what all could mean. 
VI. 

And why, dear Saviour, tell me why, 


Thou thus wonld't ſuffer, bleed, and die 8 


What mighty motive thee could move? 

The motive's plain ; "twas all for Love. 
VIII. 

For love of whom? of ſinners baſe, 

A harden'd ſtock, a rebel race; 

That mock'd and trampled on thy blood, 

And. wanton'd with the wounds of Cod. 
IX. | 

When the fair ſun withdrew his light, 

And hid his head, to ſhun the ſight ; 


Man viewd unmov'd thy blood's rich ſtream, 


Nor ever dream'd it flow d for him. 
X. 

O love of unexampled kind! 

That leaves all thought ſo far behind; 


Where length, and breadth, and depth, and 


height, 
Are loft to my aſtoniſh'd fight. 


GLORIA 


II 
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GLORIA PAT RI, &c.* 


Or Songs of Praiſe to the Ever-bleſſed Txixirr, 
God the Father, Son, and Spirit. 


HY MN Cee. 
I. 
O him that choſe us firſt, 
Before the world began; 
To him that bore the curſe, 
To ſave rebellious man; 
To him that form'd. 
Our hearts anew, 
Is endleſs praile 
And glory due. 


Though the Latin name of Gloria Patri, &e. be 
* retained in our nation from the Roman Church, yet 
* I believe it ſtill to be one of the nobleſt parts of 
* Chriſtian worſhip, "The ſubject of it is the doctrine 
© of the TrINITty, which is that peculiar glory of the 
Divine Nature, that our Lord Jeſus Chriſt hath fo 
« clearly revealed, and is ſo necefiary to true Chriſti- 
© anity.* Dr. Jatts's Hymns, Cc. Page 308. 


3 8 : The 
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II. 


The Father's love ſhall run 


Thro' our immortal ſongs ; 
We bring to God the Son 
Hoſannas on our tongues : 
Our lips addreſs 
The Spirit's name 
With equal praiſe, 
And zeal the ſame. 
3 
Let every ſaint above, 
And angel round the throne, 
For ever bleſs and love 
The ſacred Three-in- Due: 
Thus heav'n ſhall raiſe 
His honors high, 
When earth and time 
Grow old and die. 


HT MN CCCLL 


Another. 
O our eternal God, 
The Father and the Son, 
And Spirit all divine, 
Three Myſteries in One, 
Salvation, pow'r, 
And praiſe be giv'n, 
By all on earth, 
And all in heay'n. 


HYMN 
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Another. 
I'VE glory to God, 
J Ye children of men; 
And publiſh abroad 
Again and again 
The Son's glorious merit, 
The Father's free grace, 
The gifts of the pirt, 
To Adam's loſt race. 


H Y M N CCCLIIL 


HOSANNA ; or Salvation aſcribed to Chriſt, 
I. 


Ho Dee to the Sox 


Of David and of Cod, 
Who brought the news of pardon down, 
And bought it with his blood, 
IT. 
To Chriſt th* anointed Xing, 
Be endleſs bleſſings giv'n 
Let the whole earth his glory ſing, 
Who made our peace with heav'n. 
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The followirig Titles, Epithets, and Appellations, 
are expreſſive of the Nature, Glory, Properties, 
Offices and Relations of that ever-adorable GOD- 
MAN, whom Angels and Archangels worſhip, 
and Saints upon Earth admire and love above all 

Typing. The initial Letters of the Lines point ous 
his precious Name, 


Jehovah, God, Almighty, Jah, I AM, * 
Emmanuel, Shiloh, Lord of Hoſts, the Lamb; ＋ 
Secret, Deſire of nations, Bridegroom, Lord, 4 
U nchangeable, Eternal King, the Word; $ 

| Saviour. the Branch, the Lord our righteouſneſs |] 


C ounſellor, Root of Jeſſe, Prince of Peace; * 
H oly, True, Faithful, Brother, Father, Friend, 
R edeemer, High-prieſt, Life, Begining, End; 4 
Immortal, Shepherd, Huſband, Shield, & Sun, 9 
Seed of the woman, Precious, Corner-Stone, | 
| The Way, the Truth, Meſſiah, God alone! * | 
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T Judg 13. 18. Hag. 2. 7. John 3. 29. Ia. 43. 11. 

S Mal. 3. 6. 1 Tim. I. 17. John x. 1. 

La. 43. IT. Ig. 11. 1. Jer. 23. 6. 

* Ta. 11. 10. Ja. 9. 6. 5 Ja. 9. 6. 
+ La. 6. 3. 1 John F. 20. ih AU Gg. Ke 3 
+ I. 44. 6. Heb. 7. 26. John 11 25. Rev. 1. 8. 
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. Hymn 

LAS and did my Saviour bleed 111 
And let this feeble body fail 92 

All ye that paſs by 37 
Array'd in mortal fleſh — Go 
Ah lovely appearance of death 90 
Ariſe, my ſoul, with wonder ſee 104 
Awake, and ſing the ſong 44 
Away with our ſorrow and fear 130 
All praiſe to the Lord — 138 
A debtor to mercy alone — 271 


Again the Lord of life and light 264 
Almighty God of truth and love 280 
Amazing grace! how ſweet the ſound 153 


Angels roll the rock away 302 
Angels who the throne ſurround 260 
And wilt thou yet be found 200 


And is the goſpel peace and love 328 
As new-born babes deſire the breaſt 219 
Away my unbelieving tear 


270 

As the ſerpent rais'd by Moſes 159 
B. 

Before Jehovah's awful throne — 65 

Behold the path that mortals tread 4 

Eehold th' amazing 1ight 15 


Begin my tongue ſome heav'nly theme 112 
Bleſt are the ſouls that hear and know 79 
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Hymn Page 
Bleſt be the Father and his love 144 151 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow 118 124. 
Brethren, let us join to bleſs 8 B84 
Buried in ſhadows of the night 58 60 
Before the great 'Three-one — 279 334 
Begin ye ſaints, the happy ſong 259 304 
Behold a ſtranger at the door 238 276 
Behold the Saviour of Mankind 202 230 
Behold the throne of grace 152 16 
Beſide the goſpel pool 165 181 
Bleſt be the dear uniting. love 215 249 
Be preſent at our table, Lord 342 410 
Beyond the glitt'ring ſtarry globes 254 297 
By various maxims, forms and rules 170 187 
By faith in Chriſt I walk with God 148 155 

C. 

Chear up my ſoul, there is a mercy-ſeat 178 198 
Chriſtians diſmiſs your fear  — 336 402 
Chriſt the Lord is ris'n to day 41 43 
Children of the heav'nly King 8 | + 
Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly dove, 26 25 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, our ſouls inſpire I I 
Come let us join our chearful ſongs 29 29 
Come let us aſcend — 63 66 
Come let us anew — — — 69 74 
Come on my partners in diſtreſs 89 92 
Come thou fount of ev'ry blefling 61 65 
Come ye that love the Lord — 40 42 
Come our indulgent Saviour — 16 #7 
Come ye ſinners poor and wretched 124 129 
Come thou Almighty King — 145 151 
Come and let us ſweetly join — 316 380 
Come all ye choſen ſaints of God 349 415 


INDEX cœcexxiii 

Hymn Page 

Come let us ſing of Jeſu's love — 204 233 
Come let us anew — 243 282 
Come my ſoul, thy ſuit prepare 151 160 
Come let us join with one accord 244 284 
Come ye weary ſouls oppreſt — 266 315 
Come ye that love the Saviour's name 298 357 
Come O ye ſaints your voices raiſe 334 400 
Content and glad I'll ever be — 310 372 
Cou'd the creatures help or eaſe us 164 180 

D. 
Day of judgment day of wonders 177 196 
Daughters of Zion, come behold 221 35% 
Dear refuge of my weary ſoul 303 364 
Deep are the wounds which fin has made 287 344 
Diſmiſs us with tay bleſſing, Lord 341 409 
Dreſs unitorm the ſoldiers wear 252 294 
Do not I love thee, O my Lord 17 - 18 
Dread Sov'reign, let my ev ning ſong 110 116 
Encourag'd by the word of grace 345 411 
Enquire ye pilgrims tor the way 342 386 
Ere I fleep for ev'ry favor — 1 87 
Eternity, tremendous found ! — 319 383 
: F. 

Faith ! 'tis a precious grace — 291 248 
Faith riſing upwards points her view 29. 349 
Far above yon glorious cieling 2:0. 250 
Father how wide thy glory thines 20 28 
Father of all, thy care we bleſs 317 381 
Father of mercies, in thy word — 283 339 
Firm as the earth thy goſpel ands 108 114 
For mercies countleſs is the unds 165 The 
From all that dwell below the ikies 46 49 
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Hymn Page 
G. 

Gird thy loins up, Chriſtian ſoldier 338 409 
Give glory to God 352 419 
Glory to God on high 21 22 
Glory to our gracious donor 272 324 

Glorious things of thee are ſpoken 158 169 

Glory be to God on high — 8 

God of my ſalvation, hear | 32 33 

God of my lite, thy conſtant care 160 10 
God moves in a myiterious way 179 199 

Grace! how exceeding ſweet to thoſe 1:0 125 
Grace! tis a charming ſound |! 286 343 

Great God, to thee I Ul make — 128 135 

Great Father of eternity 332 398 

Great God inſpire each heart and tongue 297 355 

Great God of heav'n and nature riſe 315 379 
God of my life, to thee belong — 321 388 

Guide me, O thou great Jehovah 250 292 

H. 

Hail the day that fees him riſe — 42 44 

Hail thou once deſpiſed Jeſus — 235 272 

Hark! the herald angels ſing 30 30 

Hark! from heav'n a voice I hear 263 308 

Hark! my ſoul, it is the Lord 167 183 
Hark! the glad ſound, the Savior comes 284 340 

He comes, he comes, the Judge ſevere 50 52 

He dies, the friend of ſinners dies 5 38 

Head of thy church triumphant 249 290 

Hence buſy world with all thy care 240 278 
He who on earth as man was known 157 168 

He is a God of ſov'reign love 103 109 
High on his Father's royal teat $$----.36 

Hoſannah to , Jeſus on high — 91 96 
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How glorious the Lamb 
How gracions and how wiſe 
Ho! every one that thirſts, draw nigh 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is 
How beauteous are their feet 
Holy Gholt inſpire our prailes 
Honor and happireſs unite 
Hoſanna to the Son 

How helpleſs guilty nature lies 
How oft have ſin and Satan ſtrove 
How tedious and taſteleſs the hours 
How vain are all things here below 


J. 


If ever it could come to paſs 
I love the Lord; but ah! how far 
I'm not aſham'd to own my Lord 
In ev'ry trouble ſharp and ſtrong 
In glad amazement, Lord, 1 ſtand 
In this Gorld of fin and ſorrow 
In Jeſus we live, in Jeſus we reſt 
T know that my Redeemer lives. 
In Jeſus's name and fellowſhip ſweet 
Is any thing too hard for God 
I wou'd, but cannot ſing 
I ſing my Saviour's wond'rous death 
Is there a thing that moves and breaks 
J. 
Jeſus, I love thy charming name 
Jeſus, my all to heaven is gone 
Jeſus, the all- atoning Lamb 
Jeſu, lover of my ſoul 
Jeſu, thy blood and righteouſneſs 
Jeſus invites his ſaints 
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CCCC XX 
Hymn Page 
94 100 
27 Hons + 
24 6 
3*: .. - 34 
321 385 
339 405 
184 200 
332 49 
304 366 
218 252 
154 164 
230 265 
127 134 
314 378 
107 113 
2 
7 7 
100 106 
136 145 
258 302 
274 325 
2:9 777 
168 184 
1185 1 
123 17 
19. 9 
$+:.: Sd 
38 40 
93 98 
99 
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ccc xxvi IN D E X. 
Jeſu, at thy command, — 
Jeſu, let thy pitying eye 
Jeſu, diſplay thy healing art 
Jeſu, my ſtrength, my hope 
Jeſu, to thee, I now can fly 
Jeſus Chriſt the Lord's anointed 
Jeſu, once a little child 
Jeſus, and ſhall it ever be 
Jeſus, a name of ſweeteſt ſound 
Jeſus, in thy tranſporting name 
Jeſus, my Saviour and my God 
Teſus, the ſaints perpernal theme 
Jeſus, to thy ſoul-chearing light 
Jeſus, with all thy ſaints above 
Teſus, what ſhall 1 do to ſhow 
Join all the glorious names 


K. 
Kind is the ſpeech of Chriſt our Lord 


„ 
Lamb of God, whoſe bleeding love 
Lamb of God, we fall before thee 
Lift your heads, ye friends of Jeſus 
Legions of foes beſet me round 
Let earth and heav'n agree = 
Long have we ſat beneath the ſound 
Lo! he comes, with clouds deſcendin 
Loud let the tuneful trumpet ſound 
Lord, we come before thee now 
Let ev'ry mortal ear attend 
Leader of ſaithtul ſouls, and guide 
Let me but bear my Saviour ſay 
Let us love, and ſing, and wonder 
Lift your eyes of faith and ſee 
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192 
267 
272 
214 


245 
160 


276 
193 
320 
299 
3-9 
310 
326 
223 
293 

59 
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Hymn Page 


217 
316 
323 
247 
285 
73 
328 
219 
384 
358 
393 
373 
390 
203 
350 

61 


258 
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Lift up your heads in joyful hope 


Light of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 194 


Lord, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing 
Lord, how ſhall wretched ſinners dare 
Lord, I thank thee for that grace 
Lord, how divine thy comforts are 
Lord, of my life, O may thy praiſe 
Lord, look on all aſſembled here 


M 


My dear Redeemer and my Lord 
My God, the Spring ot all my joys 
My helper God, I u bleſs his name 
My ſins alas! how foul the (tains 
My ſoul, repeat his praiſe 
My hiding-place, my retuge, tow'r 
Mount my ſoul to things above 
Muſing on my habitation — 

My God, my hope, if thou art mine 
My God, my life, my love — 
My Saviour, my Almighty Friend 
My ſong thall bleſs the * of all 
No farther go to-night, but ſtay 
Not all the blood of beaſts — 
Now to the pow'r of God ſupreme 
Now begin the heav'nly theme 

Nay, I cannot let thee go — 
Nothing but thy blood, O Jeſus 
Noc long the toils of hell could keep 
Now let us raiſe our cheartul ſtrains 
Now in a ſong of grateful praiſe 

| Now to the Lord a noble ſong 

Now the evening ſhades appear 


ccccxxvii 
Hymn Page 
210 240 
220 
278 331 
296 353 
5 
242 281 
325 389 
195 221 
116 122 
113 119 
3 3 
20 20 
84 87 
98 104 
261 307 
308 370 
327 39 
232 268 
253 296 
173 191 
3 
. 
17 49 
95 10 
149 156 
286 299 
2 64 32 
306 368 
257 399 
229 204 
262 308 
O Father 
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Hymn Page 


O. 
O Father of heav'n, be ever ador'd 140 
Oh! for a glance of heav'nly day 23 
O come thou wonnded Lamb of God 48 
O God, how endicſs is thy love 77 
Our Lord is riſen from the dead 43 
O tell me no more — 33 
O thou, in whom the Gentiles truſt 75 
Of him wo did ſalvation bring — 73 
O what ſhall I do my Saviour to praiſe 27 
O Lord, how great s the favor 10T 
O Jeſu, our Lord — 106 
Our Shepherd alone — 139 
O Iſrael bleſt beyond compare 2 


O dearer to my thankful heart — 295 


O for an heart to praiſe my God 199 
O for a ſight, a pleaſing ſight 22 

O for a thouſand tongues 0 ſing 211 
Once more my ſoul the riſing day 225 
One there is above all others — 156 
O love divine, how ſweet thou art 269 
O how good my gracious God 1s 348 
O happy they who know the Lord 175 
O that my load of fin were gone 201 
O the delights, the heav'nly joys 231 
Praiſe be to the Father given 51 
Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair 64 
Praiſe the Lord who reigns above 65 
Peace my complaining doubting heart 319 
Poor ſinner, come, calt off thy fear 337 
Pray'r an anſwer will obtain = 161 


Praiſe ye the Lord with loud acclaim 28 


149 
23 
50 
82 
435 
34 
80 
78 
27 

107 
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I 48 


54 
68 
70 
382 
404 
175 
337 
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Praiſe ye the Lord, 'tis good to raiſe 333 


Precious Bible! what a treaſure 176 
R. 

Raiſe your triumphant Songs — 67 

Rejoice, the Lord is Kin — 31 

Riſe, my ſoul, adore thy Maker 53 

Riſe, ye dearly-purchas'd ſinners 331 

Rejoice, believer, in the Lord — 190 

Rejoice, my ſoul, behold the morn 251 
8. 

Saviour divine, we know thy name 9 


Salvation! O the joyful found — 81 


Stand up my ſoul, ſhake off thy fears 114 
Son of God. thy bleſtng grant 62 
Sinners, obev the Goſpel word — 28 
Saviour, canit thou love a traitor 208 
Say d by blood, I live to tell — 186 
See Iſrael's gentle Shepherd ſtands 323 
Shout to the Lord, and let our joys 268 
Sing, ye ſons of might, O ſing 282 
Still, O my ſoul, prolong — 203 
Strange and myſterious is my life — 169 
Strangers and ſojourners below 255 
Stretch'd on the croſs, the Saviour dies 290 
Sweeter ſounds than muſic knows 172 
. 
Take my poor heart juſt as it is 119 
Thankful for ev'ry bleſling 135 
"Tis done! th' atoning work is done 137 
This God is the God we adore 102 
"Tis finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid 87 
'To God the only wiſe — 95 
The Lord ſupplics his pcopie's need 88 


399 
195 
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Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb „ oe 
This is the day the Lord hath made 18 82 
The Lord of ſabbath let us praiſe 3 8 
Thee we adore, eternal name — 57 59 
The Lord of earth and ſky — 68 72 
The Lord my paſture ſhall prepare 36 38 
To thee, O God, we homage pay 3 
Tell us, O women, we wou d know 72 77 
Thus ſaith the mercy of the Lord 109 11 5 
Thus did the ſons of Abra m paſs 117 123 
The finner that by precious faith 126 133 


Thou very Paſchal Lamb _ 133 142 
Teach me, Saviour, when I pray 276 329 
Ten thouſand talents once I ow'd 187 210 
The voice of my beloved ſounds 220 264 


The God who once to Iſrael ſpoke 171 188 
The Lord our Salvation and light 174 192 
The God of Abra'm praiſe — 279 332 
The hour of fleep, my God's at hand 237 274 


The pleaſure how ſweet 27 2 
The ſinner that truly believes 340 408 
The ſpacious firmament on high 285 342 
Thee, Jeſus, alone 247 287 


That friend who left his throne above 294 35 


Thee Jeſu, thee, the ſinner's friend 309 371 
The Lord Jehovah reigns — 233 269 
Thou Saviour divine — 343 410 
Though nature's ſtrength decay 279 333 
Thou God of glorious Majelty — 331 396 
Thou hidden love of God whole height 197 22 

Thou whom my ſoul admires above 207 237 


Thou Shepherd ef Iſra'l divine — 209 239 
Thy mercy my Cod, is the theme of my 
ſong Sn 195 223 
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| Hymn Page 
To him that choſe us firſt — "550 47 
"Tis falſe, thou vile accuſer, go 397 369 
To-day Emmanuel feeds his ſheep 347 413 
To-morrow, Lord, is thine — 288 345 
*Tis from the treaſures of his word 223 258 
*Tis a point I long to know — 191 215 
To the haven of thy breaſt 213 246: 
*Twas on that dark, that doleful night 346 412 
'Lo our eternal God — 351 418 
V. 
Vein deluſive world adieu —— 2 
W. 

With what delight I raiſe my eyes 8 8 
World adieu, thou real cheat — 38 
When ſurvey the wond'rous croſs 97 104 
Who hath our report believed — 95 102 
Welcome ſweet day of reſt — 226 262 
We thank thee Lord for this our food 344 410 
Welcome, welcome, bleſſed ſervant — 277 330 
What think you of Chriſt, is the tet 162 176 
What tho? my frail eye-lids refuſe 265 313 
When all the mercics of my God 246 286 
When firſt the God of boundlets grace 300 360 
When any turn from Zions way — 166 182 
When ſoleph his brethren beheld 150 158 
When deſcending from the ſky — 163 178 
When my pray”rs are a burden and tals 180 200 
When my Saviour, my Shepherd 1s near 181 202 
Why do we mourn departed friends 224 200 
Why ſhould complain — — 182 204 
Why ſhould J fear the darkeſt hour 183 205 
Why mould the children of a King 2:7 281 
Why will ye laviſh out your years 28 346 
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Hymn Page 


Who are thoſe array'd in white 248 389 
Without the preſence of my God 236 273 
Winter has a joy for me — 189 213 
With joy we meditate the grace 222 257 


When death appears before my fight 313 376 
11 


Ye humble ſouls rejoice 12 13 
Yes, 'tis the voice of love divine { 14 
Ye ſervants of God — 45 48 
Ve ſaints and ſervants of the Lor 105 317 
Ye that in his courts are found 123 1:28; 
Ye glitt'ring toys of earth adieu 305 367 
Yes ſince God himielf has Jaid it 185 207 
Ye that paſs by, behold the man 198 :25 
Ye warblers of the vernal ſhade 335 401 


Ye wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor 301 361 


Zion's a garden wall d around 139 137 
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The following Pamphlets written by the Rev. Mr. De 
Courcy, are fold by T. Wood, Shrewſbury. 


x Two Sermons preached on the Faſt Day, Dec. 13. 1776, 
Price Is. 
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3 A letter of ſolemn counlcl to a perton in a declining ftate 
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4 Jchu's looking-glaſs, or a treatiſe on true and falſe zeal. 

5 Nathan's meilage to David, a ſermon, 1s. 

6 Serious hints, reſpecting the great utility of ſome pa- 
rochial plan for ſuppreihng the profanation of the 
].crd's Day, 2d. or 20d. per dozen. 
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